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PREFACE. 




jHIS selection of hymns has been prepared 
especially for the Sunday-schools under 
the care of the compiler. It is not published 
for general circulation, or with an intention that 
it should be offered for sale to compete with 
the numerous Sunday-school singing books now 
in the market. 

In his own experience the compiler has long 
felt the want of a book which, while it did not 
entirely reject the new and lighter hymns 
which have been so abundantly launched upon 
the Sunday-schools of America within tlie last 
few years, should yet furnish a good selection of 
the standard hymns of the Church which 
Christians have known, loved, and sung for gen- 
erations, and even for centuries. He is not alone 
in the opinion that the children in our Sunday 
schools would be greatly profited by committing . 
to memory many of our stronger hymns. These 
would remain with them in after years, and be 
sources of joy and consolation, which can hardly 
be expected of much of t\\e eitU^vci^V-^ \\^\\. 
kind of versQ now in common wse. 



4 PREFACE. 

Such leisure as the compiler coukl command 
for more than two years has been given to this 
selection. A large number of hymn-books have 
been examined, and' great care has been exer- 
cijjed. The determination, early formed, to have 
the book of medium size, has been strictly ad- 
hered to. Many of the hynms first selected were 
eventually rejected, not from want of merit, but 
only from the fear of making the collection too 
large. Where possible, the names of autiiors 
and the year in which the hymns were writ- 
ten are given, and if Isaac Watts and Charles 
Wesley appear oftener than any others, it is he- 
cause God endowed those two saints with the 
spirit and wisdom of Christian hymnology, as 
truly as he did Bezaleel and Aholiab with wis- 
dom and understanding to build the tabernacle 
and its furniture. 

The name Familiar Hymns was used by the 
compiler for a smaller collection printed more 
than twenty years ago. It is given to this book 
with the hope that very many, particularly of 
the teachers and scholars in his Sunday-schools, 
will memorize a large number of these precious 
hymns, and thus become familiar with some of 
the purest and holiest thoughts which have 
ever been given to the Church and children of 
God outside of the Holy Bcvv^Vwy^s. While 
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the Sanday-school has been the leading thoiij^ht 
in the compilation, yet many hymns especially 
adapted to private meditation, the family circle, 
and social prayer-meeting, will be found in the 
selection. 

The publishers of this book, Messrs. Biglow 
& Main, of New York, are favorably known in 
connection with the music of our Sunday- 
schools throughout the* United States, and 
indeed wherever children sing praise in the 
English tongue. The compiler desires to express 
his thanks for the kind assistance they have ren- 
dered him, and for liberty to use such of their 
copyrighted pieces as were dfesired. The hand- 
some typographical appearance of the book is 
due to their advice and supervision. To Mr. 
Sylvester Main he is under special obligations 
for valuable suggestions and careful revision of 
each hymn. 

May all those who sing the "Psalms, Hymns, 
and Spiritual Songs" which this little book con- 
tains eventually *' sing the song of Moses the 
servant of God and the song of the Lamb." 

N»w London, Jktljf 24, 1878. H. P. H, 




THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

AM the Lord thy God, which have brought 
thee out of the land of Egypt, out of the 
house of bondage. 

I. Thou shalt have no other gods before Me. 

II. Tliou shalt not make unto thee any graven 
image, or any likeness of any thing that is in 
heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, 
or that is in the water under the earth : thou 
shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve 
them : for I the Lord thy God am a jealous 
God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon 
the children unto the third and fourth genera- 

' tion of them that hate Me ; and showing mercy 
unto thousands of them that love Me, and keep 
My commandments. 

III. Thou shalt not take the name of the 
Lore thy God in vain : for the LoEDt,will not 
hold him guiltless that taketh His name in vain. 

IV. Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it 
holy. Six days shalt thou labor, and do all thy 
work: but the seventh day is the Sabbath of 
the Lord thy God : in it thou shalt not do any 
work, tliou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy 
man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy 
cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates, 
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for in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, 
the sea, and all that in them is, and rested the 
seventh day: wherefore the Loud blessed the 
Sabbath day, and hallowed it. 

V. Honor thy father and thy mother: that 
thy days may be long upon the land which the 
LoBD thy God giveth thee. 

VI. Thou Shalt not kill. 

VII. Thou shalt not commit adultery. 

VIII. Thou shalt not steal. 

IX. Thou shalt not bear false witness against 
thy neighbor. 

X. Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's 
house, thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, 
nor his man-servant, nor his maid-servant, nor 
his ox, nor his ass, nor any thing that is thy 
neighbor's. 



SUMMARY OF THE TEN COMMANDMENTS AS 
GIVEN BY OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST. 

• 

§EAR, O Israel ; the Lord our God is one 
Lord : And thou shalt love the Lord thy 
God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, 
and with all thy mind, and with all thy 
strength. This is the first commaiidvi\vi.\N.\,. 

And the second is like unto \t, utww^'^ ^'^.V'^^ 
sJjalt lore thy neighbor as tli-^ad?. 




A PRiYER. 

r|m GOD, Father of all, by whose Holy word 
we learn that whoso offereth praise glori- 
fieth Thee, and by whose gracious gift alone Thy 
faithful people "are enabled to worship in spirit 
and in truth ; grant that in lowliness of mind 
and with penitence and faith we may evermore 
worship Thee in our sacrifice of praise, to the 
glory of Thy name and the comfort of our souls : 

O Cheist, son of the Father, who by Thine 
own example in the flesh, hast given us holy 
warrant for the singing of hymns^ and in whose 
name we ask for all things ; let Thy Word dwell 
richly in us in all wisdom, so that teaching and 
admonishing one another in psalms and hymns 
and spiritual songs, we may sing with grace in 
our hearts nnto the Lord : 

O Holy. Ghost, Divine Comforter, who hast 
enriched Thy servants with knowledge and 
utterance; grant that we, who now devoutly 
read and sing that which they have consecrated 
to Thy glory with prayers and tears, may also 
be made partakers of their spirit, communing 
with Thy Church universal and with Thee, 
through the merits of Jesus Christ, our Lord and 
Bedeemer, Amen. 




THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

jUR Father, who art in Heaven, 

Hallowed by Thy Name. 

Thy kingdom come. 

Thy will be done 
On Earth as it is in Heaven. 

Give us this day 

Our daily bread ; 
And forgive us our trespasses, 
As we forgive those who trespass against us; 

And lead us not into temptation, 

But deliver us from evil : 
For Thine is the kingdom, 
And the power, and the glory, forever. Amen. 



SONG OF THE ANGELS AS THEY WORSHIP 

IN HEAVEN. 

MEIT: Blessing, and glory, and wis- 
dom, and thanksgiving, and honor, and 
power, and might, be unto our God for ever 
and ever. Amen." 





THE APOSTLES^ CREED. 

BELIEVE in God the Father Almighty, 
Maker of heaven and earth : 

And in Jesus Christ His only Son onr Lord ; 
who was conceived by the Holy Ghost^ born 
of the Virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius 
Pilate, was crucified, dead, and buried ; • [He 
descended into hell;] the third day He rose 
from the dead; He ascended into heaven, 
and sitteth on the right hand of God the Father 
Almighty ; from thence He shall come to judge 
the quick and the dead. 

I believe in the Holy Ghost ; the Holy cath- 
olic Church, the communion of saints ; the for- 
giveness of sins ; the resurrection of the body ; 
and the life everlasting. Amen. 

This creed is very old. It is referred to by Ireneeus in the 
second cent«ry. The ancient creeds of the Churches of 
Jerusalem, Ceesarea, Alexandria, Antioch, and Home, re- 
semble it in every main particular. 

The words " descended into hell " are wanting in all the 
creeds for four hundred years, and are believed to have 
been added in the sixth century. 

The word " catholic " here used has no reference to the 
Roman Catholic Church, but to the Holy Church universal. 
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1. A Beautiful Land. p. m. 

(Trio, 318.) 

^ BEAUTIFUL land by faith I see, 
^^ A laod of rest, from sorrow free ; 
The home of the ransom VI, bright and fair, 
And beautiful angels, too, are there. 

CHORUS. 

Will 30U go ? will you go ? 
Go to that beautiful land with me ? 

Will you go ? will you go ? 
Go to that beautiful land ? 

2 That beautiful city, land of Light, 

It ne'er has known the shades of night ; 

The glory of God, the light of day, 

Hath driven the darkness far away. 

Chorus, 

3 In yision I see its streets of gold ; 
Its beautiful gates I too behold ; 
The river of life, the crystal sea, 

The ambrosial fruit of life's iaVv ^.t^^, 

Chx)TU%, 
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4 Tlie heavenly throng, arrayed in white, 

In rapture range the j)lains of light ; 

In one harmonious choir they praise 

Their glorious Saviour's matchless grace. 

Chorus, 

«• The Eventide of life. 10s. 

(C, 8. 49.) 

BIDE with me ; fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me 
abide ! 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me 1 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me ! 

8 Thou on my head in early youth didst smile , 
And, though rebellious and perverse meanwhile; 
Thou hast not left me oft, as I left Thee ; 
On to the close, O Lord, abide with me ! 

4 I need Thy presence every passing hour : 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's 

power? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
Through clouds and sunshine — 0, abide with 
me/ 
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5 Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes, 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the 

skies; 
Heayen^s moming breaks, and earth^s vain 

shadows flee ; 
In life and death, O Lord, abide with me I 

Henry F. Lytb, 1847. 

3« The ChristiarCs Life-Wark. s. M. 

(8. of D., 6.) 

^^ CHARGE to keep I have, 
j^^ A God to glorify, 
A never-dying soul to save. 
And fit it for the sky. 

2 To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfill ; 

O may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master's will I 

3 Arm me with jealous care, 
As in Thy sight to live ; 

And O Thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. 

4 Help me to watch and pray. 
And on Thyself rely ; 

Assured if I my trust betray 
I shall for ever die. 
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Godly Sorrow at the Cross, c. M. 

LAS ! and did my Saviour bleed ? 
^§ And did my Sov'reign die ? 
Would He deyote that sacred head 
For such a worm as I ? 

2 Was it for crimes that I have done, 
He groan'd upon the tree ? 

Amazing pity ! grace unknown I 
And love beyond degree ! 

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in, 

When Christ, the miglity Maker, died 
For man, the creature's sin. 

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face 
While His dear cross appears ; 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt mine eyes to tears. 

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe : 

Here, Lord, I give myself away, — 

'Tis all that I can do. jg^^c Watts, 1707 

Easter, 8s & 7s. 

LLELUIA! Alleluia 1 
^§ Hearts to heaven and voices raise ; 
Sing to God a hymn of gladness, 
8iDg to God a Jiymn of praise *, 
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He who on the cross a victim 

For the world's salvation bled, 
Jesus Christ, the King of Glory, 

Now is risen from the dead. 

2 Christ is risen, Christ the first fruits 
Of the holy harvest field. 

Which will all its full abundance 

At His second coming yield ; 
Then the golden ears of liarvest 

Will their heads before him wave. 
Ripened by His glorious sunshine 

From the furrows of the grave. 

3 Alleluia, Alleluia, 

Glory be to God on high ; 
Alleluia to the Saviour, 

Who has gained the victory ; 
Alleluia to the Spirit, 

Fount of love and sanctity ; 

Alleluia, Alleluia, 

To the Triune Majesty. 

From Htmns Ancient and Modern. 

6, Crowning Jesiis Lord of All. c. m. 

(Trio, 79.) 

LL hail the power of Jesus' Name 1 
Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown Him Lord of aYL. 
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2 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God, 

Who from his altar call ; 
Extol tlie stem of Jesse's rod, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 

8 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race. 

Ye ransom'd from the fall, 
Hail Him who saves you by his grace, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 

4 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget 
The wormwood and the gall ; 

Go, spread your trophies at his feet. 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

6 Let every kindred, every tribe, 

On this terrestrial ball, 
To him all majesty ascribe, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 

6 O that with yonder sacred throng 

We at His feet may fall ; 
We'll join the everlasting song, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 

Edward Perronet, 178 

t» All of Grace, c. id 

LL that I was, my sin, my guilt, 
My death, was all my own ; 
All that I am I owe to Thee, 
My gracious God I alone. 
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2 The evil of my former state 
Was mine, and only mine ; 

The'good in which I now rejoice 
Is Thine, and only Thine. 

3 The darkness of my former state, 
The bondage, all was mine ; 

The light of life in which I walk, 
The liberty, is Thine. 

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin, 
And taught me to believe ; 

Then in believing, peace I found. 
And now I live, I live. 

5 All that I am, e'en here on earth, 
All that I hope to be, 

When Jesus comes, and glory dawns, 
I owe it. Lord, to Thee. 

HORATIUS BoJfAR, 1850. 

§• " Always with Z7«." 8s & 7s. 

(Trio, 81.) 

LWAYS with us, always with us — " 
^§ Words of cheer and words of love ; 
Thus the risen Saviour whispers 
From His dwelling-place above. 

2 With us when we toil in sadness. 
Sowing much and reaping none \ 

Telling us that in the future 
Ooldep harvests shall be won. 

2 




^ 
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8 With us when the storm is sweeping 
O'er our pathway dark and drear; 

Waking hope within our bosoms, 
Stilling every anxious fear. 

4 With us in the lonely valley, 

When we cross the chilling stream ; 

Lighting up the steps to glory 

With salvation's radiant beam. 

Edwin H. Nkvin, 1 

9. Christian Courage, o. 

(S. of D. 143.) 

Mia soldier of the Cross, — 
A follower of the Lamb, — 
And shall I fear to own His cause, 
Or blush to speak His name ? 

3 Must I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease ; 

While others fought to win the prize, 
And sail'd through bloody seas ? 

8 Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vain world a friend to grace. 

To help me on to God ? 

4 Since I must fight if I would reign. 
Increase my courage, Lord ; 

ril bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by Thy woxd. 
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6 Tliy saints in all this glorious war 
Shall conquer, though they die : 

They see the triumph from afar, — 
By faith they bring it nigh. 

6 When that illustrious day shall rise, 

And all Thy armies shine 

In robes of victory through the skies, 

The glory shall be Thine. 

Isaac Watts, 1723. 

10, Death of a Classmate, l. m. 

MOURNING class, a vacant seat, 
Tell us that one we loved to meet 
Will join our youthful throng no more 
Till all these changing scenes are o'er. 

2 No more that voice we loved to hear 
iihall fill her teacher's listening ear; 
No more its tones shall join to swell 
The songs that of a Saviour tell. 

8 That welcome face, that sparkling eye. 
And sprightly form, must buried lie 
Deep in the cold and silent gloom. 
The rayless light, that fills the tomb. 

4 God tells us, by this mournful death, 
How vain and ficeting is our breath, 
And bids our souls prepare to mfc^t 
The trial of Hia judgment-seat, K^o^- 
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11. The Laat Great Day, s. m. 

^I^ND will the Judge descend ? 
^^ And must the dead arise ? 
Auvl not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes? 

' 2 How will my heart endure 
The terrors of that day, 
Wben earth and heaven before His face 
Astonished shrink away? 

3 But ere the trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead, 

Hark I from the Gospel's cheering sound 
What joyful tidings spread ! 

4 Ye sinners, seek His grace 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear; 

Fly to the shelter of His Cross, 

And find salvation there. 

Philip Doddridge, 1740. 

• 

12. A Gall to WoTshiji^Ghrist. 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

^t^NGELS, from the realms of glory, 
^^ Wing your flight o'er all the earth ; 
Ye who sang creation's stoi7 

Now proclaim Messiah's birth : 
" Come and worship," — 

Worship Christ, the ne^-boYn King. 
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2 Shepherds, in the field abiding, 
Watching o'er your fiocks by night, 

God with man is now residing ; 
Yonder shines the Infant light: 

" Come and worship," — 
Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 

3 Sages, leave your contemplatioDs, — 
Brighter visions beam afar ; 

Seek the great Desire of nations ; 
Ye have seen His natal star : 
** Come and worship," — 
Worship Christ, the new-born King. 

4 Saints, before the altar bending, 
Watching long in hope and fear, 

Suddenly- the Lord, descending. 
In His temple shall appear: 
"Come and worship*," — 

Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 

James Montgomery, 1810. 

13. Easter Sunday, 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

NGELS, roll the rock away I 
Death, yield up the mighty Prey 1 
See, the Saviour quits the tomb, 
Glowing with immortal bloom. 

Alleluia! alleluia 1 
Christ the Lord is risen to-day. 
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2 Shout, yc seraphs ; angels, raise 
Your eternal song of praise ; 
Let the earth's remotest bound 
Echo to the blissful sound. 

Alleluia I alleluia! 
Christ the Lord is risen to-day. 

8 Holy Father, Holy Son, 
Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Glory as of old to Thee, 
Now and evermore, shall be. 

Alleluia! alleluia ! 
Christ the Lord is risen to-day. 

Thomas Scott, 1772. 

14. The Morning of the Lord'^s Day. L. m. 

NOTHER six days' work is done, 
Another Sabbath is begun ; 
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest. 
Improve the day thy God has bless'd. 

2 Come, bless the Lord, whose love assigns 
So sweet a rest to wearied minds ; 
Provides an antepast of heav'n. 
And gives, this day, the food of seven. 

3 O that our thoughts and thanks may rise 
As graceful incense to the skies; 
And draw from heaven that sweet repose 
Wbicb none but he that feeVa \t \LXio^«i. 
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4 This heavenly calm witliin the breast 
Is the dear pledge of glorious rest, 
Whicli for the Church of God remains, 
The end of cares, the end of pains. 

6 In holy duties, let the day 
In holy pleasures pass away ; 
How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend, 
In hope of one that ne'er shall end. 

Joseph Stennktt, 1712. 

15. The Poor Wayfaring Man, l. m. 

POOR wayfaring Man of grief 
Hath often crossed me on my way, 
Who sued so humbly for relief 
That I could never answer nay. 

1 had no power to ask His name, 
Whither He went or whence He come; 
Yet there was something in His eye 
That won my love, I know not why. 

2 Once, when my scanty meal was spread, 
He entered, — not a word He spake ; 

Just perishing for want of bread, 

I gave Him all ; — He bles'd it, brake, 
And ate, — but gave me part again. 
Mine was an angeVs portion then ; 
For while I fed with eager haate, 
That crust was manna to my taate. 
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§ 

3 I spied Him where a fountain burst, 

Clear from the rock ; — His strength was 

gone ; 
The heedless waters mocked His thirst, 

He heard it, saw it hm-rying on. 
I ran to raise the Suff 'rer up ; 
Thrice from the stream He drained my cup, 
Dipped, and returned it running o'er; — 
I drank, and never thirsted more. 

4 'Twas night; the floods were out; it blew 
A winter hurricane aloof; 

I heard His voice abroad, and flew 
To bid Him welcome to my roof. 
I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my guest, 
Laid Him on my own couch to rest ; 
Then made the hearth my bed, and seemed 
In Eden's garden while I dreamed. 

5 In prison I saw Him next, condemned 
To meet a traitor's doom at mom ; ' 

The tide of lying tongues I stemmed, 

And honored Him 'midst shame and scorn : 
My friendship's utmost zeal to try. 
He asked if I for Him would die : 
The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill. 
But the free spirit cried, " I will 1 " 

6 Then, in a moment, to my view 
The Stranger darted from d\8gw\ae; 
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The tokens in His hands I knew ; 

My Saviour stood before my eyes ! 
He spake, and my poor name He named : 
" Of Me thou hast not been ashamed ; 
These deeds shall thy memorial be ; 
Fear not, thou didst tliem unto Me." 

James Montgomery, 185'i. 

16. Intercession and Pardon, H. M. 

RISE, my soul, arise ; 
Shake oflf thy guilty fears ; 
Tlie bleeding Sacrifice 

In my behalf appears. 
Before the throne my Surety stands, 
My name is written on His hands. 

2 He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede ; 

His all-redeeming love, 

His precious blood, to plead ; 
His blood atoned for all our race, 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 

3 Five bleeding wounds He bears, 
Received on Calvary ; 

They pour eflfectual prayers, 

They strongly plead for me: 
"Forgive him, O forgive!" t\ve^ erj 
''Nor let that ransomed aiimex d\^?' 
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4 The Father bears Him pray, 
His dear anointed One : 

He cannot turn away 

The presence of His Son. 
His Spirit answers to the blood, 
And tells me I am born of God. 

5 My God is reconciled ; 
His pardoning voice I hear : 

He owns me for His child, 

I can no longer fear. 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And "Father, Abba, Father," cry. 

Charles Wesley, 1742. 

IT. Children around the Throne, p. M. 

(Trio, 118.) 

ROUND the throne of God in heaven 
Thousands of children stand ; 
Children whose sins are all forgiven, 
A holy, happy band, 

Singing, " Glory, glory, 
Glory be to God on high." 

3 What brought them to that world above. 
That heaven so bright and fair. 

Where all is peace and joy and love ? 
How came those children there ? 

Singing^ Glory, glory, etc. 
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3 Because the Saviour shed His blood 
To wash away their sin : 

Bathed in that pure and precious flood, 
Behold them w hite and clean, 

Singing, Glory, glory, etc. 

4 On earth they sought the Saviour's grace, 
On earth they loved His name ; 

So now they see His blessed face. 
And stand before the Lamb, 

Singing, Glory, glory, etc. 
Anne Shephebd. 

IS. Asleep in Jesus. L. m. 

(Trio, 165.) 

SLEEP in Jesus I blessed sleep. 
From which none ever wake to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

2 Asleep in Jesus ! O how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ; 
With holy confidence to sing 

That death has lost its venomed sting 

3 Asleep in Jesus I peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 
No fear, no woe, shall dim tbat\\owx 
That maDjfests the Saviour's po^w. 
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4 Asleep in Jesus ! O for me 

• May such a blissful refuge be 1 

Securely shall my ashes lie, 

And wait the summons from on high. 

Mrs. Margaret M'£iT, 1832. 

19, The Assemhled School. l. m. 

(Trio, 111.) 

S8EMBLED in our school once more, 
O Lord, Thy blessing we implore ; 
We meet to read, and sing, and pray : 
Be with us, then, through this Thy day. 

2 Our fervent prayer to Thee ascends 
For parents, teachers, foes, and friends ; 
And when we in Thy house appear, 
Help us to worship in Thy fear. 

3 When we on earth shall meet no more. 
May we above to glory soar ; 
And praise Thee in more lofty strains, 
Where one eternal Sabbath reigns, anon. 

20. L. M. 6 lines. 
At evening time let there he Light, 

T evening time let there be light ; 
Life's little day draws near its close ; 
Around me fall the shades of night, 
The night of death, the grave's repose : 
To crown my joys, to end my woes, 
Ae evening time let there be WgVit. 
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2 At evening time let there be light; 
Stormy and dark hath been my day : 

Yet rose the mom divinely bright ; 

Dews, birds, and blossoms cheered the way. 

O for one sweet, one parting ray I 
At evening time let there be light. 

3 At evening time there shall be light, 
For God hath spoken — it must be ; 

Fear, doubt, and anguish take their flight ; 

His glory now is risen on me ; 

Mine eyes shall His salvation see; 
•Tis evening time, and there is light. Anon. 

31. The Song of Moses and the Lamb, s. M. 

(S. of D., 16.) 

WAKE, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb ; 
Wake, every heart and every tongue, 
To praise the Saviour's name. 

2 Sing of His dying love. 
Sing of His rising power ; 

Sing how He intercedes above 
For those whose sins He bore. 

3 Sing on your heavenly way, 
Ye ransomed sinners, sing ; 

Sing on, rejoicing every dtvy 
Id Chriat^ th' eternal K\\\g. 
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4 Soon shall we hear Him say, 
" Ye blessed children, come ; " 

Soon will He call us hence away, 
And take His wanderers home. 

6 Soon shall our rapturedi tongue 

His endless praise proclaim, 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
" Of Moses and the Lamb." 

William Hammond, 1745. 
Altered by Martin Mad an, 1760. 

23. The New Birth, c.p.m. 

^^WAKED by Sinai's awful sound, 
j^^ My soul in bonds of guilt I found, 

And knew not where to go ; 
Eternal truth did loud proclaim, 
" The sinner must be born again, 

Or siuk to endless woe! " 

2 When to the law I trembling fled. 
It poured its curses on my head ; 

I no relief could find : 
This fearful truth increased my pain, 
** The sinner must be born again," 

And whelmed my tortured mind. 

3 The saints I heard with rapture tell 
How Jesus conquered death andhell^ 
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And broke the fowler's snare ; 
Yet when I found this truth remain, 
" The sinner must be bom again/' 

I sunk in deep despair. 

4 But while I thus in anguish lay, 
The gracious Saviour passed that way, 

And felt His pity move. 
The sinner by His justice slain, 
Now by His grace is bom again. 

And sings redeeming love. 
Sampson Ockum, 1769. 
Altered by Asahel Nbttleton, 1825. 

33. The Loving kindness of Christ, l. m. 

(S. of D., 72.) 

WAKE, my soul, to joyful lays, 
And sing thy great Redeemer's praise ; 
He justly claims a song from tliee ; 
His loving- kindness, O how free ! 

2 He saw me ruined in the fall. 
Yet loved me notwithstanding all ; 
He saved me from my lost estate ; 
His loving-kindness, O how great I 

8 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick, and thundered loud. 
He near my soul lias always stood \ 
Bj8 )i>rjng'kindne8&, O bow good\ 
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4 Often I feel my sinful heart 
Prone from my Jesus to depart ; 
But though I Him have oft forgot, 
His loving-kindness changes not. 

5 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale, 
Soon all my mortal powers must fail ; 
O may my last expiring breath 

His loving-kindness sing in death I 

Samuel Medley, 1787. 

24. Beautiful Mansions, p. M. 

(Fresh Laurels, 9.) 

^^EAUTIFUL mansions, home of the blest, 
^^ Land where the faithful ever shall rest. 
There is my treasure, there shall I be ; 
Lord, I am weary, lead me to Thee. 

Chorus. 

Saviour, be near me. 

Thy gentle voice can cheer me ; 

O Jesus, my Saviour, 
Lead me to Tliee. 

2 Here in a desert cheerless I roam. 
Laden with sorrow, far from my home ; 
Clouds on my pathway darkly I see ; 
Lon]^ I am weary, lead me to Thee. 

ClvoTu4, 
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3 Thou wilt not leave me comfortless here, 
Why should I doubt Thee, what do I fear ; 
Light in the distance breaking I see, 

Yet I am weary, lead me to Thee. Chortis, 

4 Jesus, I love Thee, dwell in my heart. 

Never, O never, from me depart ; 

Hope, like a rainbow, shining I see. 

Yet I am weary, lead me to T-hee. Chorus. 

Fanny Crosby, 1867. 

25. Beautiful Zion, 

(Trio, 212.) 

)EAUTIFUL Zion, built above. 
Beautiful city that I love ; 
Beautiful gates of pearly white, 
Beautiful temple, God its light. 
He who was slain on Calvaiy, 
Opens those pearly gates to me. 
Zion, Zion, lovely Zion, 
Beautiful Zion, city of our God. 

2 Beautiful heav'n, where all is light ; 
Beautiful angels, clothed in white ; 
Beautiful strains that never tire ; 
Beautiful harps through all the choir. 
There shall I join the chorus sweet. 
Worshiping at the Saviour's feet. 
Zion, Zion, lovely Zion, 
Beautiful Zion, city of our Goc\, 

3 




34 FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

3 Beautiful crowns on every brow, 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show : 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear, 
Beautiful all who enter there. 
Thither I press with eager feet ; 
There shall my rest be long and sweet. 
Zion, Zion, lovely Zipn, 

Beautiftil Ziou, city of our God. 

4 Beautiful throne for Christ our King, 

Beautiful songs the angels sing ; 

Beautiful rest — all wanderings cease ; 

Beautiful home of perfect peace. 

There shall my eyes the Saviour see ; 

Haste to His heavenly home with me. 

Zion, Zion, lovely Zion, 

Beautiful Zion, city of our God. 

G. Gill & Beers. 

26, The Sovereign Jehovah. L. M. 

i8. of D., 51.) 

)EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy ; 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and He destroy. 

2 His sovereign power, without our aid. 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 
And when, like wandering sheep, we strayed. 
He brought lis to His fold agaiw. 
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3 We Ml crowd Thy gatiss witb thankful songs, 
High as the heaven our voices raise ; 

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise. 

4 Wide as the world is Thy command, 
Vast as eternity Thy love : 

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand, 

When rolling years shall cease to move. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

27. " Behold^ I Stand at the Doory l. m. 

^^EHOLD, a Stranger at the door ! 
^^ He gently knocks, has knocked before ; 
Hath waited long — is waiting still ; 
You treat no other friend so ill. 

2 O, lovely attitude. He stands 

With ^melting heart and outstretched hands I 
O, matchless kindness ! and He shows 
This matchless kindness to His foes ! 

3 But will He prove a friend indeed ? 
He will; the very friend you need; 
The Friend of sinners — ^yes, 't is He, 
With garments dyed on Calvary. 

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine ; 
Turn out His enemy and thine, 

Tliat soul- destroying monster sin, 
And let the heavenly Stranger \ii. 
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5 Admit Him, ere His anger burn, 
His feet departed ne'er return ; 
Admit Him, or the hour's at hand, 
You'll at His door rejected stand. 

Joseph Grigg, 1765. 

2§. • Always Speah the Truth. p. m. 

)E the matter what it may. 
Always speak the truth ; 
Whether work, or whether play. 

Always speak the truth. 
Never from this rule depart, 
Grave it deeply on your heart ; 
Written 'tis in Virtue's chart : 
Always speak the truth. 

2 There's a charm in verity — 
Always speak the truth ; ' 

But there's meanness in a lie — 

Always speak the truth. 
He is but a coward slave 
Who, a present pain to waive. 
Stoops to falsehood : then be brave. 

Always speak the truth. 

3 Falsehood seldom stands alone — 
Always speak the truth. 

One begets another one — 
Always speak the trut\\. 
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Falsehood all the soul degrades, 

'T is a sin which often breeds 

Greater sins and darker deeds ; 

Always speak the truth. 

Anon. 



29, On the Sea-Shore, c. m., 6 lines. 

JEYOND, beyond that boundless sea, 
Above that dome of sky, 
Further than thought itself can flee. 

Thy dwelling is on high ; 
Yet dear the awful thought to me, 
That Thou, my God art nigh. 

2 We hear Thy voice, when thunders roll 
Through the wide fields of air ; 

The waves obey Thy dread control ; 

Yet still Thou art not there. 
Where shall I find Him, O my soul. 

Who yet is everywhere ? 

3 O, not in circling depth, or height. 
But in the conscious breast, 

Present to faith, though vailed from sight. 

There does His spirit rest. 
O come. Thou Presence Infinite, 

And make Thj Creature bleat. 
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30, The Dear Ones all at Home p. m. 

(Trio, 252.) 

)EYOND the smiling and the weeping, 




I shall be soon ; 
Beyond the waking and the sleeping, 
Beyond the sowing and the reaping, 

I shall be soon. 

Chorus 

Love, rest, and home ! 
Sweet, sweet home ! 
O how. sweet it will be there to meet 

The dear ones all at home ; 

O how sweet it will be there to meet 

The dear ones all at home. 

2 Beyond the rising and the setting, 

I shall be soon ; 
Beyond the calming and the fretting, 
Beyond remembering and forgetting, 

I shall be soon. 

Chorus. 

3 Beyond the pBrting and the meeting, 

I shall be soon ; 
Beyond the f irewell and the greeting. 
Beyond the pulse's fever beating, 

I shall be soon. 

Clionw, 
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4 Beyond the fiost-cliain and the fever, 

I shall be soon ; 

Beyond the rock-waste and the river, 

Beyond the ever and the never, 

I shall be soon. 

Chorus. 

BONAR. 

31. Christian Love, s. M. 

(Trio, 325.) 

^)LEST be the tie that binds 
^^ Our hearts in Christian love ; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 

2 Before our Father's throne 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims, are one. 
Our comforts and our cares. 

3 Wc share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear ; 

And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way ; 

While each in expectation lives, 
And long^j to see the day. 
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32. Christian Charity. c. m. 

)LEST is the man whose softening heart 
Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never raised in vain : 

2 Whose breast expands with generous warmth, 
A stranger's woe to feel ; 

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 

3 He spreads his kind, supporting arms. 
To every child of grief; 

His secret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unasked relief. 

4 To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never slow ; 

He views, through mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 

5 Peace from the bosom of his God, 
The Saviour's grace shall give ; 

And when he kneels before the throne, 

His trembling soul shall live. 

Mrs. Anna L. Baebauld, 1772. 

33. Adoration of the Trinity. L. M. 

^^LEST Trinity ! from mortal sight 
^^ Vailed in Thine own eternal light I 

Thee we confess, in Thee believe ; 

To Thee with loving hearts 'we c\e«^^. 



\ 
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2 The Father is in God, the Son ; 
And with the Father He is one ; 
In both, the Spirit doth abide, 
And with Them both is glorified. 

3 Eternal Father ! Thee we praise ; 

To Thee, O Son I our hymns we raise ; 

O Holy Ghost ! we Thee adore 1 

One mighty God for evermore. 

Lat., Santolius Maolorianus, 1<^80. 
Tr., Henby Williams Baker, 1861. 

34. The Jubilee Proclaimed, H. M. 

(Trio, 369.) 

[LOW ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly solemn sound I 
Let all the nations know 
To earth's remotest bound; 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

2 Extol the lamb of God, 
. The sin-atoning Lamb ; 

Redemption by His blood 
Through all the world proclaim : 

The year, etc. 

3 The gospel trumpet hear. 
The news of pardoning grace ; 

And, saved from earth, appear 
Before- jour Saviour's £aee; 
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4 Jesus, our Great High Priest, 

Hath full atonement made ; 
Ye weary spirits, rest ; 
Ye mournful souls, be glad : 

The year, etc. 
Charles Wesley, 1755. 

35. Star of the East lis & 10s. 

(Hymnary, 88.) 

)RIGHTEST and best of the sons of the 
morning ! 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

2 Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are sinning; 
Low lies His bead with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Him in slumber reclining — 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 

3 Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odors of Edom, and offerings divine? 

Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
yainly with gold would His favor secure ; 

Richer, by far, is the heart's adoration, — 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 
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5 Brightest and best of the sous of the morning I 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 

Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Reginald Heber, 1827. 



36* Processional. 6s & 5s. 

(C. S.,28.) 

^^^RIGHTLY gleams our banner 
^^ Pointing to the sky, 
Waving wanderers onward 

To their home on high. 
Journeying o'er the desert, 

Gladly thus we pray. 
And with hearts united 

Take our heavenward way. 

Chorus. 

Brightly gleams our banner 

Pointing to the sky, 
"Waving wanderers onward 

To their home on high. 

2 Jesus, Lord and Master, 

At Thy sacred feet, 
Here with hearts rejoicing 

See Thy children meet ; 
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Often have we left Thee, 

Often gone astray, 
Keep us, mighty Saviour, 

In the narrow way. Chorus, 

3 AH our days direct us 
In the way we go. 

Lead us on victorious 

Over every foe : 
Bid Thine angels shield us 

When the storm-clouds lower, 
Pardon Thou and save us 

In the last dread hour. Chorus, 

4 Then with Saints and Angels 
May we join above. 

Offering prayers and praises 

At Thy Throne of love ; 
When the toil is over, 

Then comes rest and peace, 
Jesus in His beauty. 

Songs that never cease. Chorus. 

T. J. POTTBB. 



37, Jesus in Heaven. 7s, 6s, & 7s. 

)URST, ye emerald gates, and bring 
^ To my raptured vision. 
All the ecstatic joys that spring 
Round the bright elysian : 
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Lo ! wc lift our longing eyes, 
Break, ye intervening skies ! 
Sons of righteousness, arise. 
Ope the gates of Paradise. 

2 Floods of everiasting light ! 
Freely flash before Him ; 

Myriads, with supreme delight, 

Instantly adore Him ; 
Angel trumps resound His fame ; 
Lutes of lucid gold proclaim 
All the music of His name ; 
Heaven echoing the theme. 

3 Four and twenty elders rise 
From their princely station ; 

Shout His glorious victories, 

Sing the great salvation ; 
Cast their crowns before His throne, 
Cry, in reverential tone. 
Glory be to God alone. 
Holy I Holy I Holy One. 

4 Hark I the thrilling symphonies 
Seem, methinks, to seize us ; 

Join we too the holy lays — 

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus I 
Sweetest sound in seraph's song. 
Sweetest note (m mortal tongue. 
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Sweetest carol ever sung — 
Let its echo flow along. 

Richard Eempenfelt, 1777. 

3§. The Christian Child, cm. 

(S. of D., 99.) 

^^Y cool Siloam's shady rill 
^^ How sweet the lily grows ; 
How sweet tlie breath, beneath the hill, 
Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

2 Lo ! such the child whose early feet 
The paths of peace have trod, 

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 
Is upward drawn to God. 

3 By cool Siloam's shady rill 
The lily must decay ; 

The rose, that blooms beneath the hill 
Must shortly fade away. 

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man's maturer age, 

Will shake the soul with sorrow's power,^ 
And stormy passions rage. 

5 O Thou who givest life and breath, 
We seek Thy grace alone ; 

In childhood, manhood, age and death, 
To keep us still Thine own 

Bishop Wi-ws.^, 1827. 
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39. A Call to Submission. 6s. a 4s. 

(Trio, 17.) 

§HILD of sin and sorrow, 
Fiird with dismay, 
Wait not for to-morrow, 

Yield thee to-day ; 
Heaven bids thee come, 
While yet there's room, 
Child of sin and sorrow, 
Hear and obey. 

2 Child of sin and sorrow. 
Why wilt thou die ? 

Come while thou canst borrow, 

Help from on higli : 
Grieve not that love. 
Which from above — 
Child of sin and sorrow, 

Would bring thee nigh. 

3 Child of sin and sorrow. 
Thy moments glide, 

Like the flitting arrow, 

Or the rushing tide ; 
Ere time is o'er. 
Heaven's grace implore ; 
Child of sin and sorrow. 

In Christ confide. 
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40, Love One Another, 8s&7s. 

(Trio, 73.) 

^^HILDREN", do you love each other ? 
Are you always kind and true ? 
Do you always do to others, 
As you'd have them do to you ? 

2 Are you gentle to each other ? 
Are you careful, day by day, 

Not to give offense by actions, 
Or by anything you say? 

3 Little children, love each other, 
Never give another pain ; 

If your brother speak in anger, 
Answer not in wrath again. 

4 Be not selfish to each other ; 
Never spoil another's rest ; 

Strive to make each other happy. 
And you. will yourselves be blest. 

Anon. 

41* Children^ Hear the Story, 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

(Tune, Zion.) 

;HILDREN, hear the melting story 
Of the Lamb that once was slain ; 
'Tis the Lord of life and glory : 
Shall He plead for you in vain ? 

'* O, receive Him," 
And salvation now obtain. 
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2 Yield no more to sin and folly, 
So displeasing in His sight : 

Jesus loves the pure and holy ; 
They alone are His delight ; 

" Seek His favor," 
And your hearts to Him unite. 

3 All your sins to Him confessing 
Who is ready to forgive, 

Seek the Saviour s richest blessing ; 
On His precious name believe : 

*'He is waiting;" 
Will you not His grace receive ? 

Anon., 1830. 

42. Song of Rejoicing. 7s. 

[InHiDREN of the heavenly King, 
As we journey, sweetly sing; 
Sing our Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways. 

2 We are traveling home to God, 
In the way our fathers trod ; 
They are happy now — and we 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

3 Fear not, brethren, joyful stnnd 
On the borders of our land ; 
Jesus Christ, our Father's Son, 
Bids us undismayed go on. 

4 



% 
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4 Lord, obediently we go, 

Gladly leaving all below ; 

Only Thou our leader be, 

And we still will follow Thee. 

Job IT Cennick, 1742. 

43. Christ for all the World. 6s & 4s. 

(S.ofD., 29.) 

Jl^HRIST for the world we sing ; 
The world to Christ we bring. 

With loving zeal — 
The poor, and them that mourn. 
The faint and overborne, 
Sin-sick and sorrow-worn. 

Whom Christ doth heal. 

2 Christ for the world we sing ; 
The world to Christ we bring. 

With fervent prayer — 
The wayward and the lost. 
By restless passions tossed, 
Redeemed at countless cost. 

Prom dark despair. 

3 Christ for the world we sing ; 
The world to Christ we bring. 

With one accord — 
With us the work to share. 
With us reproach to dare. 
With us the cross to bear. 

For Christ our Lord. 
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4 Christ for the world we sing ; 

The world to Christ we biing, 

With joyful song — 

The new-bom souls, whose days, 

Reclaimed from error's ways, 

• Inspired with hope and praise. 

To Christ belong. 

S. WoLcoTT, 1869. 

44, Christ the Ground of Hope, 7p. 

(S. of D., 55.) 
I^HRIST, of all my hopes the ground — 
" Clirist, the spring of all ray joy ! 
Still in Thee let me be found. 
Still for Thee my powers employ. 

2 Fountain of overflowing grace ! 
Freely from Thy fullness give ; 

Till I close my earthly race. 
Be it *' Christ for me to live ! " 

3 Firmly trusting in Thy blood. 
Nothing shall my heart confound ; 

Safely I shall pass the flood, « 
Safely reach Immanuel's ground. 

4 Thus, O, thus an entrance give 
To the land of cloudless sky ; 

Having known it *' Christ to live," 
Let me know it " gain to die." 

R. Wardlaw, 1817. 
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45. Easter, 7s. 

(C. 8., 101-110.) 

^HRIST the Lord is risen to-day, 
Sons of men and angels say : 
Raise your joys and triumphs high, 
Sing, ye heavens ; and earth, reply. 

2 Love's redeeming work is done. 
Fought the fight, the victory won: 
Jesus' agony is o'er, 

Darkness vails the earth no more. 

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell ; 
Death in vain forbids Him rise, 
Clirist hath open'd Paradise. 

4 Soar we now where Christ hath led. 
Following our exalted Read; 

Made like Him, like Him we rise; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

C. Wesley, 1739. 

46, Cling to the Rock. P. M. 

(S. of S., 74.) 

jj^LING close to the Rock, brother, danger 



"^^ is near; 
Cling close to thy Saviour, and doubt not, nor 
fear ; 
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For Jesus will hold tliee, Almighty to B<ave, 
Thy Jesus, who triumphed o'er death and the 
grave. 

Chorus. 

Cling close to the Rock, tho' the tempests may 

shock. 
Assured of salvation, in Jesus the Rock. 

2 Cling close to the Rock, brother, closely to- 

day, 
Ere waves of temptation shall sweep thee away ; 
Cling close to the Rock, in the time of thy 

grief. 

For Jesus brings speedy, and precious relief. 

Chorus, 

3 Cling close to the Rock, brother, close to the 

Rock, 
Tho' tempests may rage, and tho' billows may 

shock, 

For Jesus the Saviour, thy Refuge, thy Friend, 

In mercy hath loved thee, and loves to the eud. 

Chorus. 
Rev. Alfred Taylor. 

47. Children^ hail the Saviour, c. M. 

• 

tOME, children, hail the Prince of peace, 
Obey the Saviour's call ; 
Come seek His face, and taste His grace, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 
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2 Ye lambs of Christ, your tribute bring, 
Ye children, great and small, 

Hosanna sing to Christ your King ; 
O, crown Him Lord of all. 

3 This Jesus will your sins forgive : 
O haste ! before Him fall ; 

For you He died, that you might live 
To crown Him Lord of all. 

4 Let every people, every tribe. 
On this terrestrial ball, 

To Him all majesty ascribe. 

And crovm Him Lord of all. 

Anon. 

4§. Praise to the Saviour, H. M. 

§OME, every pious heart 
That loves the Saviour's name. 
Your noblest powers exert 
To celebrate His fame : 
Tell all above, and all below, 
The debt of love to Him you owe. 

2 He left His starry crown. 

And laid His robes aside ; 
On wings of love came down. 

And wept, and bled, and died: 
What He endured, O, who can tell ? 
To save our souls from death and hell. 
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3 From the dark grave He rose, 
The mansion of the dead ; 

And thence His mighty foes 

In glorious triumph led : 
Up through the sky the Conqueror rode, 
And reigns on high, the Saviour God. 

4 Jesus, we ne'er can pay 
The debt we owe Thy love ; 

Yet tell us how we may 

Our gratitude approve : 

Our hearts — our all to Thee we give : 

The gift, though small, do Tliou receive. 

Samuel Stknnett, 1787. 

49, ChrisVs Invitation, l. m. 

OME hither, all ye weary souls. 
Ye heavy laden sinners, come ; 
I'll give you rest from all your toils. 
And raise you to My heavenly home. 

2 " They shall find rest that learn of Me ; 
I'm of a meek and lowly mind ; 

But passion rages like the sea. 
And pride is restless as the wind. 

3 "Blest is the man whose shoulders take 
My yoke, and bear it with delight ! 

My yoke is easy to his neck. 
My grace shall make the burden light." 
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4 Jesus, we come at Thy commanfl ; 

With faith, and hope, and humble zeal, 

Resign our spirits to Thy hand. 

To mould and guide us at Thy will. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

50, Prayer for the Spirit. s. M. 

;OME, Holy Spirit, come, 
Let Thy bright beams arise ; 
Dispel the sorrow from our minds, 
The darkness from our eyes. 

2 Convince us of our sin ; 
Then lead to Jesus' blood ; 

And to our wond'ring view reveal 
The mercies of our God. 

3 Revive onr drooping faith, 
Our doubts and fears remove, 

And kindle in our breasts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 

4 'Tis Thine to cleanse the heart, 
To sanctify the soul, 

To pour fresh life in every part, 
And new-create the whole. 

5 Come, Holy Spirit, come ; 
Our minds from bondage free ; 

Then shall we know, and praise, and love. 

The Father, Son, and Thee. 

Joseph Habt, 1759. 
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51. Prayer for the Holy Spirit, c. M.. 

^^OME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
f^ With all Thy quick'ning powers ; 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 

2 Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these earthly toys; 

Our souls, how heavily they go 
To reach eternal joys. 

3 Father, and shall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate ; 

Oar love so faint, so cold to Thee, 
And Thine to us so great ? 

4 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quick'ning powers ; 

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love, 

And that shall kindle ours. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

53. Christ worshiped hy Angels and Men. c. M 

^^OME, let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 
But all their joys are one. 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

** To be exalted thus:" 
" Worthy the Lanib," our heart reply, 

" For He was slain for us," 
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3 Jesus is worthy to receive 
Hohor and power divine ; 

And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever Thine. 

4 The whole creation join in one, 
To bless the sacred name 

Of Him that sits upon the throne. 

And to adore the Lamb. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

53. Invitations of Jesus, 7s. 

§OME, said Jesus' sacred voice, 
Come, and make My paths your choice 
I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrim, hither come ! 

3 Hither come ! for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure, 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

Mrs. Anna L. Barbauld, 1812. 

54, Song of Gladness, 7s & 6s. 

(C. 8., 146.) 

^OME, sing with holy gladness. 
High alleluias sing. 
Uplift your loud hosannas 
To Jesus Lord and King; 
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Sing, boys, in joyful chorus 
Your hymn of praise to-day, 

And sing, ye gentle maidens, 
Your sweet, responsive lay. 

2 'Tis good for boys and maidens 
Sweet hymns to Christ to sing, 

'Tis meet that children's voices 
Should praise the children's King; 

For Jesus is salvation, 
And glory, grace, and resj; ; 

To babe, and boy, and maiden, 
The one Redeemer blest. 

3 O boys, be strong in Jesus, 
To toil for Him is gain. 

And Jesus wrought with Joseph, 
With chisel, saw, and plane ; 

O maidens, live for Jesus, 
Who was a maiden's son ; 

Be patient, pure, and gentle. 
And perfect grace begun. 

4 Soon in the Golden City 
The boys and girls shall play. 

And through the dazzling mansions 

Rejoice in endless day; 
O Christ, prepare Thy children 

With that triumphant throng 
To pass the burnished portals. 

And sing th 'eternal song. Anon. 
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55. ''''Yet there is Roomy cm. 

§OME, sinner, to tlie Gospel feast; 
O come, witliout delay; 
For there is room in Jesus' breast 
For all who will obey. 

2 There's room in God's eternal love 
To save thy precious soul ; 

Room in the Spirit's grace above 
To heal and make thee whole. 

3 There's room within the Church, redeemed 
With blood of Christ divine ; 

Hoom in the white-robed throng convened 
For that dear soul of thine. 

4 There's room in heaven among the choir, 
And harps jmd crowns of gold, 

And glorious palms of victory there, 
And joys that ne'er were told. 

5 There's room around thy Father's board 
For thee and thousands more ; 

O come and welcome to the Lord ; 

Yea, come this very hour. 

Huntingdon, 1843. 

56, God is Sovereign, B. M. 

(Trio, 214.) 

JI^OME, sound His praise abroad, 
And hymns of glory sing ; 
Jehovah is the sovereign God, 
The universal King, 
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2 He formed the deeps unknown, 
He gave the seas their bound ; 

The watery worlds are all His own, 
And all the solid ground. 

3 Come, worship at His throne ; 
Come, bow before the Lord : 

AVe are His work, and not our own. 
He formed us by His word. 

4 To-day attend His voice, 
Nor dare provoke His rod ; 

Come, like the people of His choice. 
And own your gracious God. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 



57, The Trinity. 6s&4s. 

(S. of D., 29.) 

|i^OME, Thou Almighty King, 

% Help us Thy Name to sing, 

Help us to praise 1 
Father all Glorious, 
O'er all Victorious, 
Come and reign over us, 

Ancient of Days. 

2 Come, Thou Incarnate Word, 
Gird on Thy mighty sword ; 
Our prayer attend ! 
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Come, and Thy people bless, 
Come, give Thy Word success; 
Spirit of Holiness, 
On us descend I 

3 Come, Holt Comforter, 
Thy Sacred Witness bear. 

In this glad hour I 
Thou who Almighty art. 
Now rule in every heart. 
And ne'er from us depart. 

Spirit of Power. 

4 To Thee, great One in Three, 
Eternal praises be. 

Hence Evermore ! 
Thy Sovereign Majesty 
May we in glory see. 
And to Eternity 

Love and adore I 

Charles Wesi^y, 1757. 



6§, A Memorial of Praise. .8s&7s. 

(S. of D., 18.) 

§OME, Thou Fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace ; 
StreamB of mercy, never ceasing, 
OaJJ for Bonga of loudest pxav^^. 
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Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above : 

Praise the mount-r-I'm fixed upon it — 
Mount of Thy redeeming love. 

2 Here I raise my Ebenezer, 
Hither by Thy help Pm come ; 

And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger 

"Wandering from the fold of God ; 
He to rescue me from danger, 

Interposed His precious blood. 

3 O to grace how great a debtor 
Daily Pm constrained to be 1 

Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee : 

Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it — 
Prone to leave the God I love — 

Here's my heart — O take and seal it ; 

Seal it from Thy courts above. 

Robert Robinson, 1767. 

59, Come to Jesus, P. M. 

(Trio, 322.) 

^OME to Jesus, come to Jesus, 
Come to Jesus, to-day ; 
To-day come to Jesus, 
Come to Jesus to-day. 
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2 He will save you, He will save you, 
He will save you to-day ; 

To-day He will saye you, 
He will save you to-day. 

3 Don't ixject Him, don't reject Him, 
Don't reject Him to-day ; 

To-day don't reject Him, 
Don't reject Him to-day. 

4 He is ready, He is ready. 
He is ready to-day ; 

To-day He is ready, 
He is ready to-day. 

5 O believe Him, O believe Him, 
O believe Him to-day ; 

To-day O believe Him, 
O believe Him to-day. 

6 Do not tariy, do not tarry, 
Do not tarry to-day ; 

To-day do not tarry. 
Do not tarry to-day. Anok. 

CO. Heavenly Joy on Earth. s. M. 
(.s. of D., 33.) 

/^f^^OME, we that love the Lord, 
fgf^ And let our joys be known ; 
Join in a song of sweet accord. 
And thus surround the Throne. 
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2 Let those reftise to sin$' 
Who never knew our God ; 

But children of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 

3 The men of grace -have found 
Glory begun below ; 

Celestial fruits, on earthly ground, 
Prom faith and hope may grow. 

4 The hill of Zion yields 
A thousand sacred sweets. 

Before we reach the heavenly fields 
Or walk the golden streets. 

6 Then let our songs abound 

And evei*y tear be dry ; 

We re marching thro' Emanuel's ground 

To fairer worlds on high. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

61. ^^Come^ ye Disconsolate.'*'' p. M. 

(8. of D., 102.) 

^OME, ye disconsolate, where'er ye languish ; 
Come at the mercy-seat, fervently kneel : 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your 
anguish ; 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure. 

Here speaks the Comforter, in mercy saying, 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven can notcure. 

5 
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3 Here see the bread of life ; see waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, boundless in 
love: 

Come to the feast prepared : come, ever knowing 
Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can remove. 

Vs. 1 & 2 by Thomas Moore, 1816. 
V. 3 by Thomas Hastings. 

62, Welcome to Jesus Christ. 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

(8. of D., 136.) 

§OME, ye sinners, poor and needy, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore; 
Jesus ready stands to save you. 
Full of pity, love, and power : 

He is able. 
He is willing : doubt no more. 

2 Let not conscience make you linger ; 
Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 

All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of Him ; 

This He gives you, 
'Tis the Spirit's rising beam. 

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 
Lost and ruined by the fall 1 

If you tarry till you're better. 
You will never come at all : 

Not the righteous. 
Sinners Jesus came to call. 
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4 Agonizing in the garden, 
Lo ! your Saviour prostrate lies; 

On the bloody tree behold Him : 
Hear Him cry before He dies, 

It is finished I 
Sinners, will not this suffice ? 

5 Lo I th' incarnate God, ascended, 
Pleads the merit of His blood ; 

Venture on Him, venture freely ; 
Let no other trust intrude ; 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. 

Joseph Hart, 1759. 

63. ''Dare to do RighV 

(Trio, 860.) 

I ARE to do right 1 dare to be true ! 
You have a work that no other can do : 
Do it so bravely, so kindly, so well, 
Angels will hasten the story to tell. 

Chor. Dare, dare, dare to do right ! 
Dare, dare, dare to be true ; 
Dare, dare to be right, dare to be true ! 

2 Dare to do right 1 Dare to be true ! 
Other men's failures can never save you ; 
Stand by your conscience, your honor, your faith. 
Stand like a hero, and battle till death. 

Chorus, 
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3 Dare to do riglit ! Dare to be true 1 
God who created you, cares for you, too : 
Treasures the tears that His striving ones shed. 
Counts and protects every hair of your l^ead. 

Chiyrva, 

4 Dare to do right ! Dare to be true I 

Keep the great judgment-seat always in view; 
Look at your works as you'll look at it then — 
Scanned by Jehovah, and angels, and men. 

Chorus, 

5 Dare to do right 1 Dare to be true I 
Jesus, your Saviour, will carry you through ; 
City, and mansion, and throne all in sight, 
Can you not dare to be true and do right ? 

GhoTnis. 
Rev. Geo. Lansino Tayix)e. 

64, Christ the Mediator, c. m. 

ffljEAREST of all the names above, 
j^^ My Jesus, and my God, 
Who can resist Thy heavenly love, 
Or trifle with Thy blood ? 

2 'Tis by the merits of Thy death 

The Father smiles again ; 
'Tis by Thine interceding breath 

The Spirit dweUa w\\\i men. 
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3 Till God in human flesh I see, 
My thoughts no comfort find ; 

The holy, just, and sacred Three 
Are terrors to my mind. 

4 But, if ImmanueVs face appear, 
My hope, my joy, begins ; 

His name forbids my slavish fear; 
His grace removes my sins. 

5 While Jews on their own law rely. 
And Greeks of wisdom boast, 

I love th' incarnate mystery, # 

And there I fix my trust. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

M. Death of a 8. S. Scholar. c. m. 

|EATH has been here, and borne away, 
A 'brother from our side ; 
Just in the morning of his day. 
As young as we, he died. 

2 Not long ago he filled his place. 
And sat with us to learn ; 

But he has run his mortal race, 
And never can return. 

3 Perhaps our time may be as short ; 
Our days may fly as fast ; 

O Lord, impress the solemn t\io\i^\, 
That this may be our last. 
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4 All needful strength is Thine to give ; 

To Thee our souls apply 

For grace to teach us how to live, 

And make us fit to die. 

Anon. 

66. The Chief of Sinners. 7s. 

|EPTH of mercy 1 can there be 
Mercy still reserved for me ? 
Can my God His wrath forbear? 
Me, the chief of sinners, spare ? 

2 J. have long withstood His grace; 
Long provoked Him to his face ; 
Would not hearken to His calls ; 
Grieved Him by a thousand falls. 

3 Now incline me to repent; 
Let me now my sins lament; 
Now my foul revolt deplore, 
Weep, believe, and sin no more. 

4 Kindled His relentings are; 
Me He now delights to spare ; 
Cries, How shall I give thee up ? — 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 

5 There for me the Saviour stands ; 

Shows His wounds, and spreads His hands. 

God is love ! I know, I feel ; 

Jesus weeps, and loves me still. 

Charles Wesley, 1740. 
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67. Christ in Glory, l. m. 

|ESCEND from henven, immortal Dove, 
Stoop clown, and take us on Thy wings ; 
And mount, and bear us far above 
The reach of these inferior things : 

2 Beyond, beyond this lower sky, 
Up where eternal ages roll, 

Where solid pleasures never die, 
And fruits immortal feast the soul. 

3 O for a sight, a blissful sight. 

Of oiu* Almighty Father's throne I 
There sits our Saviour, crown'd with light, 
Clothed in a body like our own. 

4 Adoring saints around Him stand, 

And thrones and powers before Him fall ; 
The God shines gracious through the man. 
And sheds sweet glories on them all I 

5 When shall the day, dear Lord, appear. 
That I shall mount to dwell above ; 

And stand and bow among them there. 

And view Thy face, and sing, and love ? 

Isaac WATts, 1707. 

6§. Compassion of Christ. s. M. 

jID Christ o'er sinnei-s weep ? 
And shall our cheeks be dry ? 
Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 
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2 The Son of God in tears, 
Angels with wonder see I 

Be thou astonished, O my soul, 
He shed those tears for thee. 

3 He wept — that we might weep. 
Each sin demands a tear : 

In heaven alone no sin is found. 

And there's no weeping there. 

Benjamin Beddome, 1770. 

69. Supreme Love to Christ. c. M. 

I O not I love Thee, O my Lord ? 
Behold my lieart, and see ; 
And tuiTi each hateful idol out 
That dares to rival Thee. 

2 Do not I love Thee, from my soul ? 
Then let me nothing love : 

Dead be my lieart to every joy 
Which Thou dost not approve. 

3 Is not Thy name melodious still 
To mine attentive ear ? 

Doth not each pulse with pleasure beat 
My Saviour's voice to hear? 

4 Hast Thou a lamb in all thy flock 
I would disdain to feed ? 

Hast Thou a foe before whose face 
I fear Thy cause to plead ? 
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5 Would not my heart pour forth its blood 
In honor of Thy name, 

And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp th' immortal flame ? 

6 Thou know'st I love Thee, dearest Lord. 
But, O I I long to soar 

Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 

That I may love Thee more. 

Philip Doddridge, 1740. 

70, The Everlasting Song. c. m. 

^ARTH has engrossed my love too long ; 
'Tis time I lift mine eyes 
Upward, dear Father, to thy throne. 
And to my native skies. 

2 There the blest Man, my Saviour, sits : 
The God I how bright He shines I 

And scatters ififinite delights . 
On all the happy minds. 

8 Seraphs, with elevated strains, 

Circle the throne around, 
And move and charm the starry plains 

With an immortal sound. 

4 Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs : — 

Jesus, my love, they sing ! 
Jesus, the life of all our joys, 

Sounds sweet from every string. 
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6 Now let me mount and join their song, 

And be with angels, too ; 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue. 

Here's joyful work for you. 

6 I would begin the music here. 

And so my soul should rise ; 
O for some heav'nly notes to bear 

My spirit to the skies ! 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

71, 'Jesus is Mine. 

(Trio, 341.) 

1^ ADE, fade each earthly joy, 
Jesus is mine I 
Break ev'ry tender tie, 

Jesus is mine I 
Dark is the wilderness. 
Earth has no resting-place, 
Jesus alone can bless, 

Jesus is mine ! 

2 Tempt not my soul away, 

Jesus is mine I 
Here would I ever stay, 

Jesus is mine ! 
Perishing things of clay, 
Born but for one brief day, 
Pass from my heart away, 

Jesus is mine 1 
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3 Farewell, ye dreams of night, 
Jesus is Diine ! 

Lost in this dawning light^ 

Jesus is mine I 
All that my soul has tried, 
Left but a dismal void, 
Jesus has satisfied, 

Jesus is mine ! 

4 Farewell, mortality, 
Jesus is mine I 

Welcome, eternity, 

Jesus is mine ! 
Welcome, O loved and blest. 
Welcome, sweet scenes of rest. 
Welcome, my Saviour's breast, 

Jesus is mine ! 

HOBATIUS BONAE, 1860. 

73. Excellency of the Holy Scriptures, cm. 

JATHER of mercies, in Thy word 
What endless glory shines I 
Forever be Thy name adored 
For these celestial lines. 

2 Here may the wretched sons of want 

Exhaustless riches find ; 
Riches above what earth can gt«u\,^ 

Ami lasting as the mind. 
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3 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice 
Spreads heavenly peace around ; 

And life, and evetlasting joys, 
Attend the blissful sound. 

4 O may these heavenly pages be 
My ever-dear delight ; 

And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light. 

5 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord, 
Be Thou forever near ; 

Teach me to love Thy sacred word, 
And view my Saviour there. 

Anne Steele, 1760. 

73, Resignation. CM. 

FATHER, whatever of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise : 

2 " Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

" From every murmur free ; 
*' The blessings of Thy grace impart, 

"And let me live to Thee. 

3 ** Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine, 

" My life and death attend ; 
" Thy presence through my journey shine, 

" And crown my journey's end." 

ASTS^ ^Tl.ELE, 1760. 
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Gleanse me in Thy Blood, c. M. 

OREVER liere my rest shall be, 
Close to Thy bleeding side ; 
This all my hope, and all my plea, — 
" For me the Saviour died." 

2 My dying Saviour, and my God, 

Fountain for guilt and sin. 
Sprinkle me ever with Thy blood, 

And cleanse and keep nie clean. 

8 Wash me, and make me thus Thine own : 
Wash me, and mine Thou art ; 

Wash me, but not my feet alone, — 
My liands, my head, my heart. 

4 Th' atonement of Thy blood apply, 

Till faith to sight improve ; 
Till hope in full fruition die. 

And all my soul be love. C.Wesley, 1740 

75, At Home in Hea'oen, s. m. 

FOREVER with the Lord ! 
Amen, so let it be; 
Life from the dead is in that word, 
'Tis immortality. 

2 Here in the body pent, 

Absent from Him I roam, 
Yet nightly pitch my moving t^tvX 

A day's march nearer \iome. 
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3 My Father's house on high, 
Home of my soul, how near 

At times to Faith's aspiring eye 
Thy golden gates appear. 

4 Knowing as I am known, 
How shall I love that word, 

And oft repeat before the Throne, 
Forever with the Lord. 

James Montoomebt, 1835. 

76, The Dear Country. 7s & 6s, 8 1. 

^I^OR thee, O dear, dear country ? 
^^ Mine eyes their vigils keep ; 
For very love, beholding 

Thy happy name, they weep ; 
The mention of thy glory 

Is unction to the breast, 
And medicine in sickness, 

And love, and life, and rest. 

2 O one, O only mansion I 

O paradise of joy ! 
Where tears are ever banished, 

And smiles have no alloy ; 
The Cross is all thy splendor, 

The Crucified thy praise ; 
His Land and Benediction 

Thj ransomed peopVe TK\%fe. 
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3 Jesus, the Gem of Beauty, 
True God and Man, they sing ; 

The never-failing Garden, 

The ever-golden Ring ; 
The Door, the Pledge, the Husband, 

The Guardian of liis Court ; 
The Day-star of Salvation, 

The Porter and the Port. 

4 Thou hast no Shore, fair ocean ! 
Thou hast no Time, bright day I 

Dear fountain of refreshment 

To pilgrims far away ! 
Upon the Rock of Ages 

They raise Thy holy tower ; 
Thine is the victor's laurel, 
And Thine the golden dower. 

Lat., Bernard db Morladc, 1150. 
Tr., John Mason Nsalb, 1851. 

77, Let the People Praise Thee, God. l. m. 

'ROM all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, 

And Truth eternal is Thy Word : 

Thy praise shall sound from shoTe> Iq ^\vot^^ 

Tj]] sans shall rise and set no moie. 
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3 Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring ; 
In songs of praise divinely sing; 

The great salvation loud proclaim, 
And shout for joy the Saviour's name. 

4 In every land begin the song ; 

To every land the strains belong : 

In cheerful sounds all voices raise, 

And fill the world with loudest praise. 

Isaac Watts, I7I9. 

7§. The Mercy-Seat. l. m. 

^^ROM every stormy wind that blows, 
f^^ From every swelling tide of woes. 
There is a calm, a sure retreat ; 
'Tis found before the Mercy-Seat. 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads ; 

A place, than all on earth more sweet, 
It is the blood-bought Mercy- Seat. 

3 There is a scene where spirits blend. 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend ; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common Mercy-Seat. 

4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar. 
And sin and sense molest no more ; 

And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
While^lory crowns the Mercy-Seat. 

ll\3QH ^tO^^l^L, 1827. 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. 81 

79, Salvation for all the World. 7s. 

'ROM Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

2 What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle ; 

Though every prospect pleases. 

And only man is vile ; 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen, in his blindness, • 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 

Shall we, to men benighted, 

The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation I 0, salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learn'd Messiah's name ! 

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, His story ^ 
And you, ye waters, roll, 

6 
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Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole ; 

Till o'er our ransom'd nature 
The Lamb, for sinners slain, 

Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign. 

Bishop Hebbb, I8I9. 

§0, Sunday-School Anniversary, l. m. 

(ROM year to year in love we meet; 
From year to year in peace we part ; 
Our voices join in music sweet. 
That speaks the joy of every heart. 

2 But time rolls on ; and, year by year. 
We change, grow up, or pass away ; 

Not twice the same assembly here 
May meet on this rejoicing day. 

3 Death, ere another year, may strike 
Some in pur number, marked to fall ; 

Be young and old prepared alike ; 
The warning is to each, to all. 

4 Oft broke, our failing ranks renew ; 
Send teachers, children, in our place ; 

More humble, docile, faithful, true. 
More like Thy Son, from race to race. 
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81, A Child's Prayer. 7s. 

;ENTLE Jesus, meek and mild, 
Look upon a little child ; 
Pity roy simplicity ; 
Suffer me to come to Thee. 

2 Fain I would to Thee be brought ; 
Dearest God, forbid it not ; 

Give me, dearest God, a phice 
In the kingdom of Thy grace. 

3 Put Thy hands upon my head, 
Let me in Thy aims be stayM ; 
Let me lean upon Thy breast, 
Lull me, lull me, Lord, to rest. 

4 Hold me fast in Tliy embrace. 

Let me see Thy smiling face ; 

Give me, Lord, Thy blessing give ; 

Pray for me, and I shall live. 

Charles Wesley, 17 tO. 

§2, Lead Gently^ Lord. 8s&78. 

^ENTLY, Lord, O, gently lead us 

^ Through this lonely vale of tears. 
Through the changes Thou'st decreed us. 

Till our last great change ap ears : 
When temptation's darts assail us, 

When in devious paths we stray, 
Let Thy goodness never fail u^, 

Lead us in Thy perfect way. 



84 FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

2 In the hour of pain and anguish, 
In the hour when death draws near, 

Suflfer not our hearts to languish, 
Suffer not our souls to fear : 

And, when mortal life is ended, 
Bid us on Thy bosom rest, 

Till, by angel-bands attended. 

We awake among the blest. 

Thomas Hastings, 1832. 

§3. Victory through the Lamb . cm. 
itj:;rVE me the wings of faith to rise 




Within the vail, and see 
The saints above, how great their joys, 
How bright their glories be. 

2 Once they were mourners here below. 
And pour'd out cries and tears : 

They wrestled hard, as we do now, 
With sins, and doubts, and fears. 

3 I ask them whence their vict'ry came : 
They, with united breath, 

Ascribe their Conquest to the Lamb, 
Their Triumph to His death. 

4 Our glorious Leader claims our praise 
For His own pattern given ; 

While the long cloud of witnesses 
Shows th6 same path to heaven. 
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The City of God, Ss & 78. 

^LORIOUS things of thee are spoken, 
^ Zion, city of our God ! 
He whose word cannot be broken 
Formed thee for His own abode. 

2 On the Rock of ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose ? 

With salvation's walls surrounded. 
Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

3 See ! the streams of Hying waters, 
Springing from eternal love, 

Well supply thy sons and daughters. 
And all fear of want remove. 

4 Who can faint while such a river 
Ever flows their thirst t' assuage ? 

Grace, which, like the Lord, the giver, 
Never fails from age to age. 

John Nbwton, 1779. 

§5. The King of Ohry, 8s & 7s. 

;LORY be to God, the Father ! 
Glory be to God, the Son ! 
Glory be to God, the Spirit I 
Great Jehovah I Three in One ! 

Glory, glory, 
WhiJe eternal ages run I 




^ 
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2 Glory be to Hi in wlio loyed us, 
Washed us from each spot and stain ! 

Glory be to Him who bought us, 
Made us Kings with Him to reign ! 

Glory, glory, 
To the Lamb that once was slain ! 

3 Glory to the King of angels ! 
Glory to-the Church's King! 

Glory to the King of nations. 
Heaven and earth your praises bring ! 

Glory, glory, 
To the King of glory bring. 

4 Glory, blessing, praise Eternal ! 
Thus the Choir of Angels sings; 

Honor, riches, power, dominion ! 
Thus its praise creation brings ; 

Glory, glory, 
Glory to the King of kings 1 

HORATIUS BONAR, 1868. 

Evening Hymn. L. M. 

;LORY to Thee, my God, this night 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me. King of kings, 
Beneath the shadow of Thy wings. 

* 

2 Forgive me. Lord, through Thy dear Son, 
The ill which I tla\s da^ \vave done ; 
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That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed : 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the judgment-day, 

4 Be thou my guardian while I sleep : 
Thy watchful station near me keep ; 
My heart with love celestial fill. 

And guard me from th' approach of ill. 

5 Lord, let my soul forever share 
The bliss of Thy paternal care : 

'Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaven above. 

To see Thy face, and sing Thy love. 

Bishop Ebkk, 1700. 

§7. Praise to the Trinity, 7s. 

p^LORY to the Father give. 




God in whom we move and live ; 
Children's prayers He deigns to hear. 
Children's songs delight His ear. 

2 Glory to the Son we bring, 
Christ, our Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
Children, raise your sweetest strain 
To the Lamb, for He was slain. 

3 Glory to the Holy Ghost ; 
Be tbl^ day a pentecost I 




^ 
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Children's minds may He inspire, 
Touch their tongues witli holy fire. 

4 Glory in the highest be 

To the blessed Trinity, 

For the Gospel from above, 

For the word that " God is love." 

Anon. 

§§• Tell Jesus All. P. M. 

(Trio, 818.) 

;0, and tell Jesus, wpary, sin-sick soul, 
He'll ease thee of thy burden, make thee 
whole ; 
Look up to Hiin, He only can forgive ; 
Believe on Him, and thou shalt surely live. 

Chobus. 
Go, and tell Jesus, He only can forgive ; 
Go, and tell Jesus, O turn to Him and live ; 
Go, and tell Jesus, He only can forgive. 

2 Go, and tell Jesus, when your sins arise, 
Like mountains of deep guilt before your eyes : 
His blood was spilt. His precious life He gave, 
That mercy, peace, and pardon you might have. 

3 Go, and tell Jesus, He'll dispel thy fears. 
Will calm thy doubts, and wipe away thy tears; 
He'll take thee in His arms, and on His breast, 
Thou may^st be happy, and forever rest. Ahon. 
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God Galling Yet. L. M. 

WOT> calling yet ! — shall I not hear ? 

^ Earth's pleasures shall I still hold dear ? 
Shall life's swift passing years all fly, 
And still my soul in slumbers lie ? 

2 God calling yet ! — shall I not nse ? 
Can I His loying voice despise, 
And basely His kind care repay ? 
He calls me still — can I delay ? 

3 God calling yet ! — and shall He knock, 
And I my heart the closer lock ? 

He still is waiting to receive, 
And shall I dare His Spirit grieve ? 

4 God calling yet ! — I cannot stay ; 
My heart I yield without delay ; 

Vain world I farewell ; from thee I part ; 

The voice of God hath reached my heart. 
6er., Geruabd Tersteogeit, 1730. 
Tr., Jake Bobthwick, 1853. 

90. Early Piety, 8s&7s. 

;0D has said, ** Forever blessed 
Those who seek me in their youth ; 
They shall find the path of wisdom. 
And the narrow way of truth." 
Guide us, Saviour, 
Guide us, Saviour, 
In the narrow way of truth. 
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2 Be our strength, for we are weakness 
Be our wisdom and our guide ; 

May we walk in love and meekness, 
Nearer to our Sayiour's side. 
Nauglit can harm us, 
Naught can harm us. 
While we thus in Thee abide. 

3 May Thy watchful angels hover 
Round us when there's evil near ; 

May we hide beneath the cover 
Of Thy wings in time of fear ; 
And in sorrow, 
And in sorrow. 
Comfort our sad hearts, and cheer. 

4 And when death at last overtakes us. 
And we sink beneath his might. 

May the blessed mom awake us. 
Safe in yonder realms of light ; 
There forever. 
There forever, 
Chant Thy praise with angels bright. 

Mrs. Bishop Thomson. 

91, Gonfidence in God. 7s&63. 

[CD is my strong Salvation; 
What foe have I to fear ? 
In darkness and Temptation, 
My Li gilt, my Help is near: 
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Though hosts encamp around me, 

Firm to the fight I stand : 
What terror can confound me 

With God at my right hand ? 

2 Phice on the Lord reliance ; 

My soul ! with courage wait ; 
His truth be thine affiance, 

When faint and desolate ; 
His might thy heart shall strengthen, 

His love thy joy increase ; 
Mercy thy days shall lengthen ; 

The Lord will give thee peace. 

James Montgomeby, 1822. 

92. Ood^ the Refuge of His SainU, l. m. 

;0D is the Refuge of His saints 
When storms of dark distress invade; 
Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold Him present with His aid. 

2 Let mountains from tlieir seats be hurled 
Down to the deep and buried there ; 

Convulsions shake the solid world, 
Our faith shall never yield to fear. 

3 There is a stream whose gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God : 

Life, love, and joy still gliding through, 
And watering our divine abode. 
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4 That sacred stream, Thy holy word, 
Our grief allays, our fear controls ; 

Sweet peace Thy promises aflford, 
And give new strength to fainting souls. 

IsAAO Watts, 1719. 

93. The Mystery of Providence. c. M. 

;0D moves in a mysterious way 
^ His wonders to perform ; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill. 

He treasures up His bright designs,. 
And works His sovereign will. 

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust Him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast. 
Unfolding every hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 
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6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His work in vain ; 
God is His own interpreter, 

And He will make it plain. 

WiLUAM COWPER, 1779. 

94, Good-Friday, 7s. 

O to dark Gethsemane 
Ye that feel temptation's power ; 
Your Redeemer's conflict see ; 

Watch with Him one bitter hour. 
Turn not from His griefs away ; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 

2 Follow to the judgment-hall ; 
View the Lord of life arraigned ; 

O the wormwood and the gall I 

O the pangs His soul sustained ! 
Shun not suflfeiing, shame, or loss ; 
Learn of Him to bear the cross. 

3 Calvary's mournful mountain climl> ; 
There, admiring at His feet, 

Mark that miracle of time — 

God's own sacrifice complete. 
" It is finished ! " hear Him cry ; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 

4 Early hasten to the tomb, 
Where they laid His breathless clay ; 
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All is solitude and gloom ; 

Who has taken Him away ? 
Christ is risen; He meets our eyes; 
Saviour, teach us so to rise. 

James Montgomery, 1819. 

95. Prayer at all Times. 7s&68. 

ie/0, when the morning shineth, 




Go, when the moon is bright ; 
Go, wlien the eve declineth, 

Go, in the hush of night ; 
Go, with pure mind and feeling, 

Fling earthly thought away. 
And, in thy chamber kneeling, 

Do thou in secret pray. 

2 Remember all who love thee, 
All who are loved by thee ; 

Pray, too, for those who hate thee. 

If any such there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim, 
And join with each petition 

Thy great Redeemer's name. * 

3 Or, if 'tis e'er denied thee 
In solitude to pray. 

Should holy thoughts come o'er thee 
When friends arc to\ivvc\\\v^ ^vj^ 
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E'en then the silent breathing 

Thy spirit lifts above 
Will reach His throne of glory, 

Who's Mercy, Truth, and Love. 

Ed. Lit. Rkview. 

96. Salvation by Grace. s. M. 

;RACE I 'tis a charming sonnd, 
Harmonious to the ear I 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 
To save rebellious man ; 

And all the steps that grace display. 
Which drew the wondrous plan, 

3 Grace led my roving feet 
To tread the heavenly road ; 

And new supplies each hour I meet 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace all the work shall crown. 
Through everlasting days ; 

It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 

And well deserves the praise. 

Philip Doddridge, 1740. 

97, The Sunday-School Room. l.m. 

'REAT God, Thy watchM carfe^<i\v\ea»^^ 
^ Which gives our feeb\c alma «vxc^e^'^\ 
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Here may we oft delight to meet 
Our youthful charge at Jesus' feet. 

2 O hear us, while we join to raise 
A song to our Creator's praise ; 
Come, Holy Spirit, fill this place 
With choicest tokens of Thy grace. 

3 Here let the great Redeemer reign, 
With all the graces of His train, 
While power divine His word imparts, 
To conquer youthful sinners' hearts. 

4 And in the great decisive day. 

When God the nations shall survey, 

May it before the world appear, 

That souls were born to glory here. 

Akok. 

9§. The Kew Tear, l. m. 

;REAT God, we sing Thy mighty hand. 
By which supported still we stand ; 
The opening year Thy mercy shows, — 
Let mercy crown it till it close. 

2 By day, by night, at home, abroad. 
Still we are guarded by our God ; 
By His incessant bounty fed. 
By His unerring counsel led. 

3 With grateful hearts the past we own ; 
The future, all to us unknown, 
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We to Thy guardian care commit, 
And peaceful leave before Thy feet 

4 In scenes exalted, or depressed, 
Be Thou our joy, and Thou our rest ; 
Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise, 
Adored through all our changing days. 

Philip Doddridge, 1745. 

99. The Pilgrim's Prayer, 8s 7s a 4s. 

;UIDE me, O Thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land : 

1 am weak but Thou art mighty, 
Hold me with Thy powerful hand ; 

Bread of heaven, 
Feed me till I want no more. 

2 Open TIiou the crystal fountain, 
Whence the healing waters flow ; 

Let the fiery cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through : 

Strong Deliverer, 
Be Thou still my strength and shield. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside : 

Bear me through the swelling current, 
Land me safe on Canaan^s side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to Thee. 

Translated from the Welsh of 

William William, 1774. 

7 




98 FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

lOO. Chrisfs Reign, Vs a 6s. 

(Trio, 104.) 

AIL to the Lord's anointed, 
Great David's greater Son, 
Hail in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun I 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free ; 
To take away transgression. 
And rule in equity, 

2 He comes with succour speedy 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong : 
To give them songs for sighing. 

Their darkness turn to light. 
Whose souls, condemned and dying. 

Were precious in His sight. 

8 For Him shall prayer unceasing 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kingdom without end : 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand forever, 

That name to us is Love. 

3xm& M.OKTOOMEBT, 1822. 
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101. Trusting in Christ. 7s. 

APPY, Saviour,. would I be, 
If I could but trust in Thee ! 
Trust Thy wisdom me to guide, 
Trust Thy goodness to provide. 

2 Trust Thy saving love and power, 
Trust Thee every day and hour ; 
Trust in sickness, trust in health. 
Trust in poverty and wealth. 

3 Trust in joy, and trust in grief, 
Trust Thy promise for relief; 
Trust Thy blood to cleanse my soul, 
Trust Thy grace to make me whole. 

4 Trust Thee living, dying too, 
Trust Thee all my journey through ; 
Trust Thee, till my feet shall be 
Planted on the crystal sea. 

£dwin H. Nsynrs, 1858. 

102. Joy in Christ's Reign. 88 ft Ts. 

(Tune, HarweU.) 

^ARKI ten thousand harps and voices 
Sound the notes of praise above ; 
Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices ; 

Jesus reigns, the God of love : 
See, He sits on yonder throne *, 
Jesus rules the world alone. 
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Chokus. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 

2 Jesus, hail ! whose glory brightens 
All above and gives it worth ; 

Lord of life, Thy smile enlightens, 

Cheers, and charms Thy saints on earth ; 

When we think of love like Thine, 

Lord, we own it love divine. 

Chorus, 

8 King of glory, reign forever — 

Thine an everlasting crown : 
Nothing from Thy love shall sever 

Those whom Thou hast made Thine own. 
Happy objects of Thy grace, 
Destined to behold Thy face. 

Chorus, 
4 Saviour, hasten Thine appearing ; 

Bring, O bring the glorious day ; 
When, the awful summons hearing, 

Heaven and earth shall pass away ; 
Then with golden harps we'll sing, 

"Glory, glory to our King." 

Chorus, 
Thomas Eellt, 1804. 

103, ChrisVs Mission, o. m, 

ABK ! the glad sound, the Saviour comes, 
The Saviour promised long ; 
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Let everj heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 

2 He comes the prisoner to release, 
In Satan^s bondage held : 

The gates of brass before Him burst, 
The iron fetters yield. 

3 He comes the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding soul to cure : 

And with the treasures of His grace 
T' enrich the humble poor. 

4 Our glad hosannas. Prince of peace. 
Thy welcome shall proclaim ; 

And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With Thy beloved name. 

Philip Doddridge, 1735. 

1<I4« Birth of the Saviour, 7s. 

(Ch. Songs, 77.) 

ARK, the herald angels sing, 
*' Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled." 

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise. 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 

With th' angelic host proclaim, 
" Christ is born in Bethlehem." 
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3 Vailed in flesh the Godhead see, 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ; 

Pleased as man with men t' appear — 
Jesus our Immanuel here. 

4 Hail the heavenly Prince of peace 
Hail the Sun of righteousness ! 

Light and Life to all He brings, 
Kisen with healing in His wings. 

5 Mild He lay His glory by — 
Born, that man no more may die ; 

Born to raise the sons of earth ; 
Born to give them second birth. 

Chailles Wesley, 1739. 

1<^. Gome to the Sunday -School, 8s&7s. 

(Trio, 51.) . 

ARK, the morning bells are ringing! 
Children, haste without delay ; 
Prayers of thousands now are winging 
Up to heaven their silent way. 

Ohokus. 

Come, children, come, the bells are ringing. 
To the school with haste repair ; 

Let us all unite in singing. 
All unite in solemn prayer. 

2 'Tis an hour of happy meeting ; 
Children meet for praise and prayer ; 
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But the hour is short and fleeting, 
Let us then be early there. 
Ohobus — Come, children, come, etc. 

3 Do not keep our teachers waiting, 
While you tarry by the way ; 

Nor disturb the school reciting, 

'T is the holy Sabbath-day, Chorus. 

4 Children, haste, the bells are ringing. 
And the morning's bright and fair ; 

Thousands now unite in singing, 
Thousands too in solemn prayer. Chorus. 

. Anon. 

1 06. The Song of Jubilee. 7s, D. 

ARK 1 the song of jubilee 1 
Loud as mighty thunders roar, 
Or the fullness of the sea 

When it breaks upon the shore : 
Hallelujah 1 for the Lord 

God omnipotent shall reign ; 
Hallelujah 1 let the word 

Echo round the earth and main, 

2 Hallelujah I hark ! the sound, 
From the depth unto the skies, 

Wakes — above, beneath, around — 
All creafciofi's haniionies I 




¥ 
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See Jehovah's banner furled, 

Sheathed His sword : He speaks : 't is done ; 
And the kingdoms of this world 

Are the kingdom of His Son. 

3 He shall reign from pole to pole 

With illimitable sway : 
He shall reign, when, like a scroll, 

Yonder heavens have passed away. 
Then the end : beneath His rod 

Man's last enemy shall fall ; 
Hallelujah I Oh list in God, 

God in Christ, is all in all. 

James Montgomebt, 1819. 

107. Harh ! the voice of Jesus. p. m. 

(Bright Jewels, 51.) 

ARK I the voice of Jesus calling, 

Who will go and work to-day ? 

Fields are white, the harvest waiting. 

Who will bear the sheaves away ? 
Loud and long the Master calleth. 

Rich reward He offers free ; 
Who will answer, gladly saying, 
" Here am I, Lord, send me." 

2 If you cannot cross the ocean 
And the heathen lands explore, 

You can find the heathen nearer, 
You can help them at your door ; 
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If you cannot give your thousands, 
You can give the widow's mite ; 

And the least you do for Jesus 
Will be precious in His sight. 

3 If you cannot speak like angels, 
If you cannot preach like Paul, 

You can tell the love of Jesus, 
You can say, He died for all. 

If you fail to rouse the wicked, 
With the judgment's dread alarms. 

You may lead the little children 
To the Saviour's waiting arms. 

4 While the souls of men are dying, 
And the Master calls for you. 

Let none hear you idly saying, 
*' There is nothing I can do I " 

Gladly take the task He gives you, 
Let His work your pleasure be ; 

Answer quickly when He calleth, 

" Here am I, O Lord, send me." 

Fakny Ceosbt. 

10§. "/« is Finished:' 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

f ARK ! the voice of love and mercy 
Sounds aloud from Calvary ; 
See I it rends the rocks asunder. 
Shakes the earth, and vails the sky ; 
" It is finished :" — 
Hear the dying Saviour cry. 
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2 It is finished 1 O what pleasure 
Do these precious words afford 1 

Heavenly blessings, without nieasure, 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord : 

" It is finished : " — 
Saints, the dying words record. 

3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs; 
Join to sing the pleasing theme ; 

All in earth and heaven uniting, 
Join to praise Immanuel's name ; 

Hallelujah : 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb. 

Jonathan Evans, 1787. 

109. Advent. 8s & 7s. 

(Ch. Songs, 16.) 
SCHOOL. 

'ARK! what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the skies ? 

CHOIR. 

Lo ! th* angelic host rejoices ; 
Heavenly hallelujahs rise. 

SCHOOL, 

Hear them tell the wondrous story, 
Hear them sing their Jjymns of joy : 

OflOIR, 

" Glory in the highest — glory I 
Glory he to God most \ng\\ I '• 
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SOHOOL. 

Peace on earth — ^good-will from heaven, 
Reaching far as man is found. 

GHOIB. 

" Souls redeemed and sins forgiven," 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 

SCHOOL. 

Clirist is born, the great Anointed ; 
Heaven and earth His praises sing ; 

GHOIB. 

O receive whom God appointed. 
For your Prophet, Priest, and King. 

SCHOOL. 

Haste ye mortals to adore him ; 
Learn His name and sing his joy ; 

CHOIR. 

Till in heaven ye sing before Him — 
** Glory be to God most high." 

John Cawood, 1825. 

tlO. Christy Dying ^ Rising^ and lieinging, l.: 

E dies ! the Friend of sinners dies ! 
Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around ; 
A solemn darkness vails the skies^ 
A m(\i)eR trembling shakes t'\ie> ^towtv^' 
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2 Here's love and grief beyond degree : 
The Lord of glory dies for raan ! 

But lo! what sudden joys we seel 
Jesus, the dead, revives again. 

3 The rising God forsakes the tomb ; 
Up to His Father's court He flies ; 

Cherubic legions guard Him home, 
And shout Him welcome to the skies. 

4 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliverer reigns; 

Sing how He spoiPd the hosts of hell, 
And led the monster death in chains : 

6 Say, Live forever, wondrous King 1 
Born to redeem, and strong to save ; 

Then ask the monster, " Whore's thy sting ?" 
And,'* Where's thy victory, boasting grave?" 

Isaac Watts, 1706. 
v. 1. altered by John Wbsuet, 1739. 



111. ''' He leadethme.^^ l. m. 

(Trio, 357.) 

E leadeth me I " O blessed thought I 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught ' 
Whate'er I do, where'er I be, 
Stni 'tis God's Hand t\\at Xe^dctU me ! 
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He leadeth me I He leadetli me I 
By His own hand He leadetli me. 
His faithful follower I would be, 
For by His hand He leadeth me. 

2 Sometimes, 'mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
Sometimes, where Eden's bowers bloom. 

By watei*s still, o'er troubled sea — 
Still 'tis His hand that leadeth me I 
He leadeth me, etc. 

3 Lord, I would clasp Thy hand in mine. 
Nor ever murmur nor repine — 

Content, whatever lot I see. 

Since 'tis my God that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, etc. 

4 And when my task on earth is done. 
When, by Thy grace, the victory's won. 

E'en death's cold wave I will not flee. 
Since God through Jordan leadeth me. 
He leadetli me, etc. 

GiLMORE. 

112. The Spiritual Harvest, 8s & 7s, d. 

'E that goeth forth with weeping, ^ 
Bearing still the precious seed. 
Never tiring, never sleeping, 
All hiB labor shall succeed. 
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Then will fall the rain of heaven, 
Then the sun of mercy shine ; 

Precious fruits will then be given 
Through an influence divine. 

2 Sow thy seed, be never weary, 

Nor let fears thy mind employ ; 
Be the prospect ne'er so dreary. 

Thou may'st reap the fruits of joy. 
Lo, the scene of verdure brightening. 

See the rising grain appear : 
Look again ; the fields are whitening ; 

Sure the harvest time is near. 

Thomas Hastings, 1 



1 13. The Bible, f 

H OLY Bible ! book divine I 

Precious treasure ! thou art min 
Mine, to tell me whence I came I 
Mine, to teach me what I am. 

2 Mine, to chide me when I rove ; 
Mine, to show a Saviour's love; 
Mine thou art to guide my feet ; 
Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit. 

3 Mine, to comfort in distress. 
If the Holy Spirit bless; 
Mine, to show by living faith 

Man can triump\i over d^SLUx, 
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4 Mine, to tell of joys to come, 
And the rebel sinner's doom ; 
O, thou precious book divine ! 
Precious treasure ! thou art mine ! 

Anon. 

114. Prayer to the Holy Ghost, 7s. 

OLY GHOST, with light divine. 
Shine upon this heart of mine ; 
Chase the shades of night away, 
Tuni my darkness into day. 

2 Holy Ghost, with power divine. 
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine ; 
Long hath sin, without control, 
Held dominion o'er ray soul. 

3 Holy Ghost, with joy divine, 
Cheer this saddened heart of mine ; 
Bid my manly woes depart. 

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 

4 Holy Spirit, all divine. 

Dwell within this heart of mine ; 
Cast down eveiy idol throne. 
Reign supreme, — and reign alone. 

Andrew Rebd, 1842. 

115. The Death of the Righteous. l. m. 

OW blest the righteous wl;\etv\\^ ^\^^^ 
When sinks a weai*y sou\ to \«aX.\ 
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How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves the expiring breast! 

2 So fades a summer clond away, 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er, 
So gently shuts the eye of day, 
So dies a wave along tlie shore. 

3 A holy quiet reigiis around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys ; 
Nothing disturbs that peace profound 
Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 

Where lights and shades alternate dwell ! 
How bright the unchanging morn appears 1 
Farewell, inconstant world ! farewell ! 

5 Life's duty done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies ; 

While heaven and earth combine to say, 
** How blest the righteous when he dies 1 " 
Mrs. Anna L. Barbauld, 1773. 

116. Delight in Puhlic Worship, s. m. 

OW charming is the place 
Where my Redeemer, God, 
Unvails the beauties of His face. 
And sheds His love abroad. 
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2 Not the fair palaces 

To wliich the great resort, 
Are once to be compared with this, 
Wliere Jesus holds His court. 

3 Here, on the mercy-seat. 
With radiant glory crowned, 

Our joyful eyes behold Him sit 
And smile on all around. 

4 Give me, O Lord, a place 
Within Tliy blest abode, 

Among the children of Thy grace, 

The servants of my God. 

Samuel Stbnnett, 17T2. 

117. The promises of Christ. lis. 

[OW firm a foundation, ye saints of the liOrd, 
tis laid for your faith in His excellent word I 

What more can He say than to you He hath 
said. 

Who unto the Saviour for refuge have fled ? 

2 " Fear not, I am with thee : O be not dis- 
mayed ; 

Foi I am thy God, and will still give thee aid : 

ril srengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee 
to stand, 

UpheJJ by My righteous, onini potent \iaT\d. 

8 
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3 When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ; 

For I will be with thee thy trials to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

4 When throngli fiery trials thy pathway shall 

lie, 
My gi'ace all-sufficient shall be thy supply ; 
The flame shall not hurt thee : I only design 
Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine. 

5 E'en down to old age all My people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 
And then, when gray hairs shall their temples 

adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in My bosom be 
home. 

6 The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I will not — I will not desert to his foes ; 

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to 

shake, 
ril never — no, never — no, never forsake I " 

KiBKHAM, 1787. 

11§. Burdens Gaston God. b. m. 

OW gentle God's commands ! 
How kind His precepts are ! 
" Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 
And trust His coBstttnt c^x«," 
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2 Beneath His watchful eye 
His saiDts securely dwell ; 

That hand which bears all nature up 
Shall guard His children well. 

3 Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind ? 

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne, 
And sweet refreshment find. 

4 His goodness stands approved 
Through each succeeding clay : 

ril drop my burden at His feet, 
And bear a song away. 

Philip DoddisIdob, 1740 

19. Full Assurance. c. m. 

OW happy every child of grace 
Who knows his sins forgiven I 
This earth, he cries, is not my place ; 
I seek my place in heaven : 

2 A country far from mortal sight. 

Yet, ! by faith I see 
Tlielund of rest, the saints' delight, 

Tlie heaven prepared for me. 

8 O what a blessed hope is ours I 
While here on earth we stay, 

We more than taste the beaveiDLVY ^^'^^"^> 
And antedate that day •. 
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4 We feel the resurrection near, — 
Our life in Christ concealed, — 

And with His glorious presence here 
Our earthen vessel's filled. 

Charles Wesley, 1740. 

120. S, 8. Farting Hymn. c. M. 

OW pleasant thus to dwell below, 
In fellowship of love 1 
And though we part, 'tis bliss to know. 
The good will meet above 

CHOiins. 

that will be joyful ! 
Joyful, joyful, joyful ! 
O that will be joyful. 
To meet to part no more I 
To meet to part no more ! 
On Canaan's happy shore ! 
Where we shall sit at Jesus' feet, 
And meet to part no more ! 

2 Yes, happy thought I when we are free 
From earthly grief and pain, 

In heaven we shall each other see. 
And never part again. GTuyrua, 

8 Ti;e children who have loved the Lord 
Sbsill Iml their teacheta tYiete-, 
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And teachers gain the rich reward 
Of all their toil and care. Chorus, 

4 Then let us each, through strength divine, 
Still walk in wisdom's ways ; 

That we, with those we love, may join 
In never-ending praise. Chorus. 

Anon. 

121 • Spring. H. M. 

' OW pleasing is the voice 
Of God, our heavenly King, 
Who bids the frosts retire, 
And wakes the lovely spring I 
Bright suns arise. 
The mild wind blows. 
And beauty glows 
Through earth and skies. 

2 The morn, with glory crowned. 

His hand arrays in smiles ; 
He bids the eve decline, 
Rejoicing o'er the hills ; 
The evening breeze 
His breath perfumes, 
His beauty blooms 
In flowers and trees. 

8 With life He clothes the ^ptm^^ 
The earth with summer ^8ixrQ& \ 
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He spreads t)f autumnal feast, 
And lides on wintry storms : 
His gifts divine 
Through all appear, 
And round the year 
His glories shine. 

Timothy D wight, 1800. 

122. "• Thy Word is Truth:' c. M. 

OW shall the young secure their hearts, 
And guard their lives from sin ? 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts, 
To keep the conscience clean. 

2 Tis like the sun, a heavenly light, 
That guides us all the day ; 

And through the dangers of the night 
A Lamp to lead our way. 

3 Thy word is everlasting truth ; 
How pure is every page I 

That holy Book shall guide our youth, 
And well support our age. 

4 Thy precepts make me truly wise : 
I hate the sinner's road ; 

I hate my own vain thoughts that rise, 

Bat love Thy Law, my God. 

IftkKO "^ ktt^, 1719. 
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123. How Sweet the Name of JesuB. c. M. 

OW sweet tLe name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear I 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

And calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 

And to the weary, rest. 

John Nbwton, 1779. 

124. Longing for Faith, c. M. 

'OW sweet to think of Thee, my God, 
As in this life I roam I 
For Christ the toilsome way hath trod, 
And He will bring me home. 

2 Yet ofl in weariness I sigh, 
In sorrow, care, and pain ; 

Forgetting that my God is nigh. 
When earthly help is vain. 

3 Blest Jesus, with Thy love divine 
Enfold my doubting soul ; 

Assuring me that Thou art mine, 
When billows o'er me roll. 

4 Give me, in glass of faith, to view 
The hand of God alone ; 

Desiring, in each act I do, 
Wb will and not my own. 
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5 If dark and weary then the way, 

My Lord shall lead me through ; 

His face shall make it light as day, 

Till old things all come new. 

H , 1870. 

125. / am Waiting by the River, p. m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 125.) 8e & 7s Double. 

AM waiting by the river, 
And my heart has waited long ; 
Now I think I hear the chorus 

Of the angels' welcome song. 
I see the dawn is breaking 

On the hill-tops of the blest, 
" Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary be at rest." 

2 Far away beyond the shadows 
Of this weary vale of tears. 

There the tide of bliss is sweeping 
Through the bright and changeless years. 

O 1 1 long to be with Jesus 
In the mansions of the blest, 

" Where the wicked cease from troubling. 
And the weary be at rest." 

3 They are launching on the river, 
From the calm and quiet shore, 

And they soon will bear my spirit 
Where the weary «v^ tlo mw»» 
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For the tide is swiftly flowing, 

And I long to greet the blest, 
" Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary be at rest." 

Wm. O. Gushing. 

126. Prayer Anstoered hy Grosses. l. ic 

MASK'D the Lord, that I might grow 
In faith, and love, and every grace ; 
Might more of His salvation know, 
And seek more earnestly His face. 

2 'Twas He who taught me thus to pray, 
And He, I trust, has answer'd prayer ; 

But it has been in such a way 
As almost drove me to despair. 

3 I hoped that in some favor'd hour 
At once He'd answer my request ; 

And by His love's constraining power, 
Subdue my sins and give me rest. 

4 Instead of this, He made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart. 

And let the angry powers of hell 
Assault my soul in every part. 

5 " Lord, why is this ? " I trembling cried ; 

" Wilt Thou pursue Thy worm to death ?" 
" 'Tis in this way," the Lord replied, 
" I answer prayer for grace and M>b\3L\ 
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6 " These inward trials I employ 
From self and pride to set thee free, 

And break thy schemes of earthly joy, 
That thou mayest seek thy all in Me." 

John Nbwtow, 1 

127. ThU I did for Thee. c. i 

(Songs of Devotioa, 217.) 

GAVE my life for thee, 
My precious blood I shed, 
That thou might'st ransom'd be, 
And quickened from the dead ; 

1 gave my life for thee ; 
What hast thou done for Me ? 

Chorus. 
This I did for thee, 
What hast thou done for Me ? 
Yes, this I did for thee ; 
What hast thou done for Me ? 

2 I spent long years for thee 
In weariness and woe. 

That one eternity 

Of joy thou mightest know; 
I spent long years for thee ; 
Hast thou spent one for Me ? 

3 My Father's house of light. 
My rainbow-circled throne, 

/ left for earthly night, 
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For wancVrings sad and lone ; 
I left it nil for thee ; 
Hast thou left aught for Me ? 

4 I suffered much for thee, — 
More than thy tongue can tell, 

Of bitterest agony. 

To rescue thee from hell ; 
I suffered much for thee ; 
What dost thou bear for Me ? 

5 And I have brought to thee, 
Down from My house above, 

Salvation full and free, 

My pardon and My love ; 
Great gifts I brought to thee ; 
What hast thou brought to Me ? 

6 O, let thy life be given, 
Thy years for Me be spent. 

World fetters all be riven, 

And joy with suffering blent ; 

Give thou thyself to Me, 

And I will welcome thee I 

Francis R. Havergal. 

12§. A Father in the Promised Land. p. m. 

(Trio, 212.) 

HAVE a father in the promised land, 
I have a father in the promised land. 
My Father calls me, I must go 
To meet Him. in the promised land. 
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CHORUS. 

I'll away, I'll away to the promised land, 
I'll away, I'll away to the promised land ; 
My Father calls me, I must go 
To meet Him in the promised land. 

2 I have a Saviour in the promised land, 
I have a Saviour in the promised land ; 
My Saviour calls me, I must go 

To meet Him in the promised land. 

Chorus — I'll away, I'll away, etc. 

3 I have a crown in the promised land, 
I have a crown in the promised land ; 
When Jesus calls me, I must go 

To wear it in the promised land. 

4 I hope to meet you in the promised land, 

I hope to meet you in the promised land ; 

At Jesus' feet, a joyous band, 

We'll praise Him in the promised land. 

Anom 



129, The Voice of Jesus, 

(Ch. Songs, 159.) 

HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 
''''Gome unto Me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon My hreast.^^ 
I came to Jesus as I was, 
Wieary, and worn, and ^d\ 



C.& 
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1 fonnd in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made me glad. 

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
''''Behold^ I freely give 

The living water; thirsty one. 
Stoop dovm, and drink, and livey 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 
Of that life-giving stream ; 

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived. 
And now I live in Him. 

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
"/ am this dark world's light ; 

Look unto Me, thy morri shall rise. 

And all thy day he bright^ 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In Him my star, my sun ; 
And in that light of life Til walk, 

Till traveling days are done. 

HOBATIUS BONAB, 1857. 

130. All to Christ I Owe. p. m. 

(Ch. Songs, 182.) 

HEAR the Saviour say, 
Thy strength indeed is small ; 
O child of weakness, pray, 
I am Thine All in All. 

CHORUS. 

Jesus paid it all ; 
All to Him I owe\ 
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Sin had left a crimson stain ; 
He washed it "white as snow. 

2 Lord, now indeed I find 
Thy faith, and Thine alone, 

Can change the leper's spots, 

And melt the heart of stone. 

Chorus. 

3 For nothing good, have I 
Whereby Thy grace to claim — 

I'll wash me in the blood, 
The blood of Calvary's Lamb. 

Chorus. 

4 When from my dying bed 
My ransomed soul shall rise, 

Then " Jesus paid it all I " 
Shall rend the vaultless skies. 

Chorus, 

5 And when before the throne, 
I stand in Him complete, 

ril lay my trophies down. 

All down, at Jesus' feet. 

Chorus. 
Mbs. E. M. Hall. 

131« Union with Christ. Ts * 6s. 

KNOW no life divided, 
O Lord of life 1 from Thee ; 
In Thee is life provided 
For all mankind and me ; 
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1 know no death, O Jesus I 

Because I live in Thee ; 
Thy death it is "which frees us 
From death eternally. 

2 I fear no tribulation, 
Since, whatsoe'er it be, 

It makes no separation 
between my Lord and me : 

If Thou, my God and Teacher I 
Vouchsafe to be my own, 

Though poor, I shall be richer 
Than monarch on his throne. 

3 Lord I with this truth impress me, 
And write it on my heart, 

To comfort, cheer, and bless me, 

That Thou my Saviour art : 
Without thy love to guide me 

I should be wholly lost : 
The floods would quickly hide me, 
On life's wide ocean tost. 

Ger., Carl J. P. Spitta, 1836. 
Tr., Richard Massic, 1859. 

132* Because He Iweth I shall live also. L. M. 

KNOW that my Redeemer lives — 
What joy the blest assurance gives I 

He lives. He lives, who once was dead ; 

He lives, my everlasting Head ! 
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2 He lives, to bless me with his love; 
He lives, to plead for me above ; 

He lives, my hungry soul to feed ; 
He lives, to help in time of need. 

3 He lives, and grants me daily breath 
He lives, and I shall conquer death ; 
He lives, my mansion to prepare ; 

He lives, to bring me safely there. 

4 He lives — all glory to His name ; 
He lives, my Saviour, still the same ; 
What joy the blest assurance gives, — 
I know that my Redeemer lives. 

Charles Weslbt, 174 

Increase of Faith, c. n 

KNOW the promises of Gk)d 
Lie open in His word, 
And often with His chastening rod, 
A Father's voice is heard. 

2 But, tossed about in former years. 
My timid soul has said, 

" Remove, O Lord, these doubting fears, 
And rest this weary head." 

3 Thus as I longed, with earnest heart, 
For perfect faith and trust, 

And sought assurance of a part 
Where treasures 'wVW lioV ra&t. 





/ 






f-^""" ^^rs my Sir, 
^ The srvwi "'" Jesus 
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I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares; 
* He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrows shares. 

3 I rest my soul on Jesus, 
This weary soul of mine ; 

His right hand me embraces, 

I on His breast recline. 
I love the name of Jesus 

Iminanuel, Christ, the Lord ; 
Like fragrance on the breezes 

His name abroad is poured. 

4 I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 

I long to be like Jesus, 

The Father's holy child. 
I long to be with Jesus 

Amid the heavenly throng, 
To sing with saints His praises. 

To learn the angels' song. 

HORATIUS BONAR, 1857. 

Love to the Church. s. M. 

LOVE Thy kingdom. Lord, 
The house of Thine abode, 
The Church our blessed Redeemer saved 
With His own piecAv^ws blood. 
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2 I love Thy Church, O God ! 
Her walls before Thee stand, 

Dear as the apple of Thine eye, 
And graven on Thy hand. 

3 If e'er to bless Thy sons 
My voice or hands deny. 

These hands let useful skill forsake, 
This voice in silence die. 

4 If e'er my heart forget 
Her welfare or her woe, 

Let every joy this heart forsake. 
And every grief o'ei'flow. 

5 For her my tears shall fall, 
For her my prayei*s ascend ; 

To her my cares and toils be given 
Till toils and cares shall end. 

Timothy Dwight, 1800. 

136. Private Evening Devotion, cm. 

MLOVE to steal a while away 
From every cumbering care. 
And spend the hours of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer. 

2 I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear ; 
' And all His promises to p\e«i^, 
Wbore none but God caii \\^aT. 
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3 I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore ; 

And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On Him whom I adore. 

4 I love, by faith, to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven; 

The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests diiven. 

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er, 
May its departing ray 

Be calm as this impressive hour 

And lead to endless day. 

Mrs. Ph(ebe H. Brown, 1825. 

] 37. / Love to Tell the Story. p. m. 

(Ch. Songs, 157.) 

LOVE to tell the story 
Of unseen things above, 
Of Jesus and His glory, 
Of Jesus and His love. 
I love to tell the storv, 

Because I know it's true ; 
It satisfies my longings, 
As nothing else would do. 

Chorus. 
I love to tell the story, 

'Twill be my theme in glory 
To tell the old, old story. 

Of Jesu^ and Ria love. 
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2 I love to tell the story : 
More wonderful it seems 

Than all the golden fancies 

Of all our golden dreams. 
I love to tell the storv : 

It did so much for me ! 
And that is just the reason 

I tell it now to thee. 

Chorus. 

3 I love to tell the story : 
'Tis pleasant to repeat 

What seems, each time I tell it, 

More wonderfully sweet. 
I love to tell the story : 

For some have never heard 
The message of salvation 

From God's own holy word. 

Chorus. 

4 I love to tell the story; 
For those who know it best 

Seem hungering and thirsting 

To hear it like the rest. 
And when, in scenes of glory, 

I sing the New, New Song, 
'Twill l)e— the Old, Old Story 

That I have loved so long I 

CKoT'ua. 
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13§. A Pilgrim and a Stranger. p.m. 

(Ch. Songs, 167.) 

^IJ'M a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger ; 
^^ I can tarry, I can tarry but a night. 
Do not detain me, for I am going 
To where the fountains are ever flowing. 
I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, 

1 can tarry, I can tarry but a night. 

2 There the glory is ever shining ! 

my longing heart, my longing heart is there. 
Here in this country, so dark and dreary, 

1 long have wandered, forlorn and weary. 
I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, 

I can tarry, I can tarry but a night. 

3 There's the city to which I journey ; 
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light ! 
There is no sorrow, nor any sighing, 
Nor any sin there, nor any dying ! 

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, 

I can tarry, I can taiTy but a night. 

Anok. 

139, Life, a Pilgrimage. 6s&4s. 

(Trio, 216.) 

M'M but a stranger here. 
Heaven is my home. 
Earth is a desert drear, 

Heaven is Tax's "Vioxftfe. 
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Dangers and sorrows stand 
Round me on every hand, 
Heaven is my Father-land, 
Heaven is my home. 

2 What though the tempests rage, 

Heaven is my home. 
Short is my pilgrimage, 

Heaven is my home. 
Time's cold and wintiy blast 
Soon will be ovei"past ; 
I shall reach home at last, 

Heaven is my home. 

3 There at my Saviour's side. 

Heaven is my home. 
I shall be glorified. 

Heaven is my home. 
There are the good and blest. 
Those I love most and best ; 
There, too, I soon shall rest, 
Heaven is my home. 

Thomas R. Taylor, 1884. 

140, In need of Christ. 7s & 68. 

*^ NEED Thee, precious Jesus ! 
^^ For I am full of sin ; 
My soul is dark and guilty, 
My heart is dead within ; 
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I need the cleansing fountain, 
Where I can always flee, 

The blood of Christ most precious, 
The sinner's only plea. 



2 I need Thee, blessed Jesus ! 
For I am very poor ; 

A stranger and a pilgrim. 

I have no earthly store ; 
I need the love of Jesus 

To cheer me on my way. 
To guide my doubting footsteps, 

To be my strength and stay. 

3 I need Thee, blessed Jesus I 
I need a friend like Thee ; 

A friend to soothe and pity, 
A friend to care for me ; 

I need the heart of Jesus, 
To feel each anxious care, 

To tell my every trial. 
And all my sorrows share. 

4 I need Thee, blessed Jesus, 
And hope to see Thee soon, 

Encircled with the rainbow. 
And seated oiiT\i^ VXiioti^v 
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There, with Thy blood-bought children 

My joy shall ever be, 
To sing Thy praise, Lord Jesus ! 

To gaze, my Lord ! on Thee. 

Frederick Whitfield, 1858. 




141. The Lord will Provide. 

(Winnowed Hymns. 61.) 

|N some way or other the Lord will provide ; 
It may not be my w«ny, 
It may not be thy way. 
And yet, in His own way, *'The Lord will 
provide." 

2 At sometime or other the Lord will provide 

It may not be my time, 
It may not be thy time, 
And yet, in His own time, " The Lord will 
provide." 

3 Despond then no longer ; the Lord will pro- 

vide; 

And this be the token — 

No word He hath spoken 
Was ever yet broken — " The Lord ^^ \|tQ- 
yide. " 
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4 March on, then, riglit boldly; the sea sht 
divide ; 

The pathway made glorious, 
With shoutingB victorious, 

We'll join in the chorua, "The Lord wiU pr 

8. C. Habrinoioh. 



(Trio, se.) 

^jJN the Christian's home in glory 

^5 There remains a land of rest ; 

There my Saviour's goiiu before me 

To fulfill my souI'b request 

Chokus. 

There is rest for the weary, {tkrice) 

There is rest for you, 
On the other side of Jordan, 
Id the sweet fields of Eden, 
Where the tree of lite is blooming, 

There is rest for jou. 



3 He is fitting up my n: 
Which eternally slial! stand, 

For my stay shall not be transient 
Id that holy, faappy land. 
Cho. — There is rest, etc. 
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3 Death iteelf shall then be vanquished, 

And his sting shall be withdrawn ; 
Shout for gladness, O ye ransomed, 
Hail with joy the rising morn. 
Cho. — There is rest, etc. 

Wm. Huntbb, 1857. 




143. Glorying in the Gross, 8a and 78. 

N the Cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life overtake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

Never shall the Cross forsake me ; 
Lo I it glows with peace and joy. 

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the Cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more lustre to the day. 

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure. 
By the Cross are sanctified ; 

Peace is there that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 
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5 In the Cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o'er the wrocka of time; 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its iiead subliiue, 

3lR JOBN BOWRIKO, 183 



A. Pmise to God. c. 

^ SING the mighty power of Ood, 
^5 That made tlie mountains rise ; 
That spread the flowiDg seas abroad, 
And built the lofty skies. 

2 I sing the wisdoiii that ordained 
The sun to rule the day ; 

Tile moon ehines full at Hia command, 
And all the stars obey. 

3 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That filled tiie earth with food ; 

He formed the creatures with His word 
And then pronounced them good. 

4 There's not a phmt or flower below 
But makes Thy glories known ; 

And clouds arise, aud tempests blow, 
By order ftom Thy throne. 
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145. Ohrisfs Reception of the Sinner. 68. 

(Ch. Songs, 107.) 

^ STOOD outside the gate, 
^ A poor, wayfaring child; 
Within my heart there beat 

A tempest loud and wild. 
A fear oppressed my soul 

That I might be too late; 
And O, I trembled sore. 

And prayed, outside the gate. 

And prayed, outside the gate. 

2 " Mercy I " I loudly cried, 
'* O, give me rest from sin ! " 

"I will," a voice replied; 

And Mercy let me in. 
She bound my bleeding wounds. 

And carried all my sin ; 
She eased my burdened soul, 

Then Jesus took me in, 

Then Jesus took me in. 

3 In mercy's guise I knew 
The Saviour long al)used. 

Who often sought my heart. 
And wept when I refused. 
O! what a West return 
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For ignorance and sin I 
I stood outside the gate, 
And Jesus let me in ! 
And Jesus let me in ! 

JosBFHiNB Pollard. 




146. The Child's Desire. P. m. 

(Ch. Songs, 86.) 

THINK, when I read that sweet story of 
old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 

How He called little children as lambs to His 
fold, 
I should like to have been with them then. 

3 I wish that His hands had been placed on 
my head. 
That His arm had been thrown around me, 
And that I might have seen His kind look when 
He said, 
" Let the little ones come unto me. " 

3 Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go. 

And ask for a share in His love ; 
And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 

I shall see Him and hear Him above — 
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4 In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven ; 

And many dear children are gathering there, 
" For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

Jemima Luke, 1841. 

Desire to he like Jesus. 7s & 6s. 

WANT to be like Jesus, 
So lowly and so meek ; 
For no one mark'd an angry word 
That ever heard Him speak. 

1 want to be like Jesus, 
So frequently in prayer ; 

Alone upon the mountain-top 
He met His father there. 

2 I want to be like Jesus ; 
I never, never find 

That He, though persecuted, was 

To any one unkind. 
I want to be like Jesns, 

Engaged in doing good, 
So that of me it may be said, 

" She hath done what she could." 

8 I want to be like Jesus, 

So lowly and so meek ; 
For no one marked an angry word 

That ever heard Him speak. 
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Alas I I'm not like Jesus, 
As any one may see : 

gentle Saviour, send Thy grace, 

And make me like to Thee. 

Anok. 

Los% hut Found. s. M. 

WAS a wandering sheep, 
\ I did not love the fold ; 
I did not love iny Shepherd's voice, 

1 would not be controlled. 
I was a wayward child, 

I did not love my home ; 

1 did not love ray Father's voice, 
I loved afar to roam. 

2 The Shepherd sought His sheep, 
The Father sought His child ; 

Tliey followed me o'er vale and hill, 
O'er deserts waste and wild. 

They found me nigh to death. 
Famished, and faint, and lone ; 

They bound me with the bands of love, 
They saved the wandering one. 

3 Jesus my Shepherd is, 
' Twas He that loved my soul, 

Twas He that washed me in His blood, 
' Twas He that made me whole. 
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'Twas He that sought the lost, 
That found the wandering sheep; 

'Twas He that brought me to the fold, 
'Tis He that still doth keep. 

4 No more a wandering sheep, 

I love to be controlled ; 
I love my tender Shepherd's voice, 

I love the peaceful fold. 
No more a wayward child, 

I seek no more to roam ; 
I love my heavenly Father's voice, 

I love, I love His home. 

HORATIUS BONAK, 1857. 

149. "/ would not Live Alway.'^'^ lis. 

WOULD not live alway : I ask not to stay 

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the 

way; 

The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here 

Are enough for life's woes, full enough for it& 

cheer. 

2 I would not live away, thus fettered by sin ; 
Temptation without, and corruption within : 
E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled with 

fears, 
Aud the cup of thanksgiving with penitent 

tears. 

10 
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3 I would not live alway ; no — welcome the 

tomb; 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its 

gloom ; 
There, sweet be my rest, till He bid me arise, 
To hail Him in triumph descending the skies. 

4 Who, who would live alway, away from his 

God; 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, 
Where rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 

plains. 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ? 

5 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to 

greet; 
While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the 

soul. 

Wm. a. Muhlbnbero, 1824. 



150. Jerusalem the Golden, 7s and 6s. 

(Bright Jewels, 162.) 

MERUSALEM the golden I 
With milk and honey blest ; 
Beneath thy contemplation 
Sink heart and voice opprest. 
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1 know not, O I I know not 

What joys await me there; 
Wliat radiance of glory, 
What bliss beyond compare. 

2 They stand, those halls of Zion, 
All jubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel, 

And all the martyr tlironir. 
There is the throne. of David, 

And there, from toil released, 
The shout of them that triumph, 

The song of them that feast. 

3 And they, who with their Leader, 
Have conquered in the fight. 

For ever and for ever 

Are clad in robes of white. 
O, land that seest no sorrow ! 

O, state that fear'st no strife ! 
O, royal land of flowers ! 

O, realms and home of life I 

4 O, sweet and blessed country ! 
The home of God's elect ! 

O, sweet and blessed country, 

That eager heaits expect ! 
Jesus, in mercy bring us 

To that dear land of rest ; 
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Who art, with God the Father 
And Spirit, ever blest. — Amen. 

Lat.^ Bernard de Morlaix, 1150, 
Tr., ty J. M. Neai.e, 1851. 

151, The Heavenly Jerusalem. cm. 

JERUSALEM ! my happy home ! 
^^ Name ever dear to me ! 
When sliall my labors have an end, 
In joy, and peace, and thee ? 

2 O w hen, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend, 

Where congregations ne'er break up, 
And Sabbaths have no end ? 

3 Why should I shrink at pain and woe? 
Or feel at death dismay ? 

I 've Canaan's goodly land in view, 
And realms of endless day. 

4 Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there, 
Around my Saviour stand ; 

And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 

5 Jerusalem ! my happy home ! 
My soul still pants for thee : 

Then will my labors have an end, 
When I thy joys shall see. 

Francis Baker, 1616. 
Ako» , 1801. 
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152. Not Ashamed of Jesus. L. m. 

^lESUS, and shall it ever be, 
'^f; A mortal man asliametl of Thee — 
Ashnmed of Tlice whom angels praise, 
Whose glories sliine through endless days ? 

2 x\ shamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star : 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er tliis benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend I 
No ; when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere His name. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I liiay, 
When I 've no guilt to wash away ; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fear to quell, no soul to save. 

5 Till then — nor is my boasting vain — 
Till then I boast a Saviour slain I 
And O, may this my glory be, 

That Christ is not ashamed of me. 

JosEPE Gregg, 1765. 

153. Desire to he like Christ. Ss&Ts. 

§ESUS Christ, my Lord and Saviour, 
Once became a child like me ; 
O, that in my whole behavior 
He my pattern still may be I 
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2 If my feelings are not holy, 
Pride and passion dwell within ; 

But the Lord was meek and lowly, 
And was never known to sin. 

3 While I'm often vainly trying 
Some new pleasure to possess, — 

He was always self-denying. 
Patient in His worst distress. 

4 Lord, assist a feeble creature, 
Guide me by Thy word of truth ; 

Condescend to be my teacher 

Through my childhood and my youth. 

Anon. 

154. Jesus^ I Gome to Thee, p. M. 

(Uh. Songs, 166.) 

MESUS, dear, I come to Thee, 
Thou hast said I may ; 
Tell me what my life should be, 

Take my sins away. 
Jesus, dear, I learn of Thee, 

In Thy word divine, 
Ev'ry promise there I see, 
May I call it mine. 

Chorus. 
Jesus, hear my humble song, 
I am weak, but Tiiou art strong ; 
Gently lead my soul along. 
Help me come \o T\\^^, 
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2 Jesus, dear, I long for Thee, 
Long Thy peace to know ; 

Grant those purer joys to me, 

Earth can ne'er bestow. 
Jesus, dear, I cling to Thee; 

When my heart is sad, 
Thou wilt kindly speak to me. 

Thou wilt make me glad.— (7A(?rM«. 

3 Jesus, dear, I trust in Thee, 
Trust Thy tender love ; 

There's a hapj^y home for me, 

With Thy saints above. 
Jesus, I would come to Thee, 

Thou hast said I may ; 
Tell me what my life should be. 

Take my sins away. — Chorus, 

Fanny Crosby, 1867. 

155. GhrUt Precious. c. m. 

ESUS, I, love Thy charming name; 
' Tis music to my ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud 
That heaven and earth might hear. 

2 Yes, Thou art precious to my soul, 

My treasure and my trust ; 
The world, compared with Thee, \a Tkic^w.^^.^ 

And all its treasure dust. 
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3 All that my loftiest thoughts can wish 
III Thee doth richly meet ; 

Not to my eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 
And sheds its fragrance there, — 

The noblest balm of all my wounds, 
The cordial of my care. 

Philtp Doddridgb, 1740. 



156. Near the Cross. 

(Bright Jewels, 130.) 

^1 ESUS, keep me near the cross ; 
^^ There a precious fountain, 
Free to all, a healing stream. 
Flows from Calvary's mountain. 

Chorus. 

In the cross, in the cross, 

Be my glory ever, 
Till my raptured soul shall find 

Eest beyond the river. 

2 Near the cross a trembling soul, 
Love and mercy found me ; 

There the bright and morning star 
Slied its beams abound me. — Chorus, 
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8 Near the cross I O Lamb of God, 

BriDg its scenes before me ; 
Help me walk from day to day, 

With its shadow o'er me, — Chorus. 

4 Near the cross I'll watch and wait, 

Hoping, trusting ever. 
Till I reach the golden strand, 

Just beyond the river. — Chorus. 

Fanny Crosby, 1869. 

157. Christ the Refuge. 79. 

[ESUS, lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly. 
While the nearer waters roll. 

While the tempest still is high. 
Hide me, O my Saviour ! hide. 
Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 
Oh ! receive my soul at last. 

2 Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee : 
Leave, ah leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me. 
All my tru?t on Thee is stayed. 

All my help from Thee I biing ; 
Cover my defenseless head 

With the shadow of TYi^ mii^. 
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3 Thou, O Christ! art all I want; 

More than all in Thee I find ; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint. 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind : 
Just and holy is Thy name ; 

I am all unrighteousness ; 
False, and full of sin I am ; 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 

Charles Wesley, 1740. 



158. Jesus Loves Me. 

(Trio, 194.) 

ESUS loves me, this I know, 
For the Bil^le tells me so ; 
Little ones to Him belong. 
They are weak, but He is strong. 

Chorus. 

Yes, Jesus loves me, 
Yes, Jesus loves me, 
Yes, Jesus loves me. 
The Bible tells me so. 

2 Jesns loves me. He who died. 
Heaven's gates to open wide ; 
He will wash away my sin, 
Let His little child come in. 
Chorus.— Yes, JesMs^ etc. 
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3 JesuB loves me, loves me still, 
Though Fm often weak and ill ; 
From His shining throne on high, 
Comes to watch me where I lie. — Cho. 

4 Jesns loves me. He will stay 
Close beside me all the way ; 
Then His little child will take 

Up to heaven for His dear sake. — Cho, 

Miss Anna Warner. • 

159. The Way to Canaan. l. m. 

ESUS, my all, to heaven is gone, — 
He whom I fix my hopes upon ; 
His track I see, and Til pursue 
The narrow way till Him I view. 

2 The way the holy prophets went, — 
The road that leads from banishment — 
The King's highway of holiness, 
m go, for all His paths are peace. 

3 This is the way I long have sought. 
And mourn'd because I found it not ; 
My grief a burden long has been, 
Because I was not saved from sin. 

4 The more I strove against its power, 
I felt its weight and guilt the more ; 
Till late I heard my Saviour aa^^ — 
Oome hither, soul, I am the wa^. 
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5 Lo ! glad I come ; and Thou, blest Lamb, 
Shalt take me to Thee, whose I am ; 
NothiDg but sin have I to give — 
Nothing but love shall I receive. 

6 Then will I tell to sinners round 

What a dear Saviour I have found ; 

T}\ jDoint to Thy redeeming ])lood, 

And say, — Behold the way of God. 

John Cennick, 174S. 

160. ^^All Nations shall Serve Eim^^ l. M. 

^lESUS shall reign where'er the sun 
'^fl Does His successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And praises throng to crown His head ; 
His name like sweet perfume shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His name. 

4 Let every creature rise, and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again. 
And earth repeat the loud Amen, 

A&KK^WkTTS, 1719. 
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161, Make Me very Thankful. 6s&5s. 

(Ch. Songs, 93.) 

^ESUS, tender Saviour, 
'^ Hast Thou died for me ? 
Make me very thankful 

In my heart to Tliee. 
When the sad, sad story 

Of Thy grief I read. 
Make mc very sorry 

For my sins indeed. 

2 Now I know Thou lovest, 

And dost plead for me, 
Make me very thankful 

In my prayers to Thee. 
Soon, I hope, in glory, 

At Thy side to stand : 
Make me fit to meet Thee 

In that happy land. Anon. 

162. Lasting Remembrance. c. M. 

|ESUS ! Thy love shall we forget. 
And never bring to mind 
The grace that paid our hopeless debt. 
And bade us pardon find ? 

Chorus. 
Our sorrows and our sins were laid 

On Thee — alone on Thee : 
Thy precious blood our ransom. \m\0^ — 

Thine all the glory b<s^. 
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2 Shall we thy life of grief forget, 
Thy struggling agony — 

That gloomy night on Olivet, 
Thy death on Calvary? — Chorus. 

3 All earthly joys we may forget — 
Our kindred cease to love ; 

But He who paid our hopeless debt 

Our constancy shall prove. — Chorus, 
William Mitchill, 1831. 

163. The Water of Life, p. m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 50.) 

§ESUS the water of life will give 
Freely, freely, freely, 
Jesus the water of lite will give 
Freely to those that love Him. 
Come to that fountain, O diink and live, 

Freely, freely, freely, 
Come to that fountain, O drink and live. 
Flowing for those that love Him. 

Chobus. 
The Spirit and the bride say come 

Freely, freely, freely. 
And he that is thirsty let him come 

And drink of the water of life. 
The fountain of life is flovnng, 

Flowing, freely flowing, 
The fountain of life is flowing. 

Is flowing ioT ^o\x ^'ad for me. 
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2 Jesus has promised a home in heaven, 
Freely, freely, freely, 

Jesus has promised a home in heaven, 
Freely to those that love Him. 

Treasures unfading will there be given, 
Freely, freely, freely. 

Treasures unfading will there be given, 
Freely to those that love Him. — Chorus. 

3 Jesus has promised a robe of white. 
Freely, freely, freely, 

Jesus has promised a robe of white. 
Freely to those that love Him. 

Kingdoms of glory and crowns of light. 
Freely, freely, freely. 

Kingdoms of glory and crowns of light, 
Freely to those that love Him. — Chorus. 

Fanny Crosby, 1867. 

164. Bereavement and designation, 8s & 78. 

ESUS, while our hearts are bleeding 
O'er the spoils that death has won. 
We would, at this solemn meeting, 
Calmly say — Thy will be done. 

2 Though cast down, we're not forsaken ; 

Though afliicted, not alone : 
Thou didst give, and Thou hast taken v 

Blessed Lord — Thj will be done. 
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3 Though to-day we're fill'd with mourning, 
Mercy still is on the throne; 

With Thy smiles of love retuniiug, 
We can sing, — Thy will be done. 

4 By Thy hands the boon was given ; 
Thou hast taken but Thine own ; 

Lord of earth, and God of heaven. 
Evermore, — Thy will be done. 

Thomas Hastings, 1830. 

165. Importunity in Prayer. 8. M. 

|ESUS, who knows full well 
The heart of every saint, 
Invites us all our griefs to tell. 
To pray and never faint. 

2 He bows Mis gracious ear; 
We never plead in vain ; 

Then let us wait till He appeal*. 
And pray, and pray again. 

3 Though unbelief suggest. 
Why should we longer wait? 

He bids us never give Him rest, 
But knock at mercy's gate. 

4 Jesus, the Lord, will hear 
His chosen when they cry ;, 

Yes, though He may a while forbear, 
Hell help them from on high. 
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5 Then let us earnest cry, 

And never faint in prayer: 
He sees, He hears, and from on high 

Will make our cause His care. 

John Nbwton, 1779. 

166. Joyfully^ Joyfully. 10s. 

(S. of D. 111.) 

[OYFULLY, joyfully, onward we move, 
Bound to the land of bright spirits above ; 
Jesus our Saviour in mercy says, Come, 
Joyfully, joyfully haste to your home. 
Soon will our pilgrimage end here below. 
Soon to the presence of God we shall go ; 
Then, if to Jesus our hearts have been given, 
Joyfully, joyfully rest we in heaven. 

2 Teachers and scholars have passed on before ; 
Waiting, they watch us approaciiing the shore. 
Singing, to cheer us while passing along, 
"Joyfully, joyfully haste to your home." 
Sounds of sweet music there ravish the ear ; 
Harps of the blessed, your strains we shall hear. 
Filling with harmony heaven's high dome ; 
Joyfully, joyfully, Jesus, we come. 

8 Death with his arrow may soon lay us low ; 
Safe in our Saviour, we fear not the blow : 
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomi); 
Joyfully, joyfully will we go home. 

11 
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Bright will the morn of eternity dawn, 
Death shall be conquered, his sceptre be gone ; 
Over the plains of sweet Canaan we'll roam, 
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home. 

William H"nter, 1857. 

167. Joy to the World, c. m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 97.) 

|jj|OY to the world, the Lord is come ! 
(^^ Let earth receive her King ; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns I 
Let men their songs employ ; 

While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, 
Repeat tlie sounding joy. 

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground ; 

He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 

4 He rules the world with truth and grace. 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of Ilis righteousness. 
And wonders of His love. 

lftKA.c Watts, 1709. 
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16§, Jtist an I am. l. m. 

(Trio, 182.) 

^^f UST AS I AM — without one plea, 
'^jr But that Thy blood was shed for me, ■ 
And that Thou biddst me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come, I come ! 

2 Just as I am — and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spo t 
O Lamb of God, I come, I come ! 

3 Just as I am — though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt — 
** Fighting and fears, within, without," 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come ! 

4 Just as I am — poor, wretched, blind — 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind. 

Yea, all I need, in Thee I find : 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come ! 

5 Just as I am — Thou wilt receive. 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because Thy promise I believe : 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come ! 

6 Just as I am— Thy love, I own. 
Has broken every barrier down ; 
Now, to be Thine, yea. Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come, I co\iift\ 

Charlotte "E.l.\.iott, \^Sfc. 
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169. Sovereignty and Dominion of God. c. M. 

^^EEP silence — all created things, 
^^ And wait your Maker's nod ; 
My soul stands trembling, while she sings 
The honors of her God. 

2 Life, death, and hell, and words unknown, 
Hang on His firm decree ; 

He sits on no precarious throne, 
Nor borrows leave — to he. 

3 Chained to His throne, a volume lies, 
With all the fates of men ; 

With every angel's form and size. 
Drawn by the eternal pen. 

4 His providence unfolds the book. 
And makes His counsels shine ; 

Each opening leaf, and every stroke, 
Fulfills some deep design. 

5 Here, He exalts neglected worms 
To scepters and a crown ; 

And there, the following page He turns. 
And treads the monarch down. 

6 Not Gabriel asks the reason why, 
Nor God the reason gives; 

Nor dares the favorite angel pry 
Between the folded leaves. 
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7 In Thy fair book of life and grace, 

O, may I find my name 
Recorded in some humble place, 

Beneath my Lord — the Lamb. 

Isaac Watts, 1706. 



170. Onward and Upward. Ss&Ts. 

^^NOW, my soul, thy full salvation ; 
^^ Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find, in every station. 
Something still to do and bear. 

2 Think what Spirit dwells within thee ; 
Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 

Think that Jesus died to win thee ; 
Child of heaven, canst thou repine? 

3 Haste thee on from cross to glory. 
Armed by faith and winged by prayer ; 

Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 

God's own hand Shall guide thee there. 

4 Soon shall close thine earthly mission, 
Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 

Hope soon change to glad fruition. 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

Robert Grant, 1815. 



k 
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171. Calvary. 7s &. 6s. 

fipAMB of God, whose (lying love 
We now recall to mind, 
Send the answer from above, 

And let us mercy find. 
Think on us who think on Thee, 

And every struggling soul release; 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace ! 

2 By Thine agonizing pain 
And bloody sweat, we pray,^- 

By Thy dying love to man, — 

Take all our sins away: 
Burst our bonds, and set us free ; 

From all iniquity release ; 
O remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace ! 

3 Let Thy blood, by faith applied. 
The sinner's pardon seal ; 

Speak us freely justified, 

And all our sickness heal : 
By Thy passion on the tree. 

Let all our griefs and troubles cease ; 
O remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace ! 

■Rev. CwKWi^a ^^"slsx, 1745. 
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173. Land Ahead. 

(Bright Jewels, 133.) 

fAND ahead ! " its fruits are waving 
O'er the hills of fadeless green ; 
And the living waters laving 
Shores where heavenly forms are seen. 

Chorus. 

Rocks and storms I'll fear no more, 
When on that eternal shore ; 
Drop the anchor ! furl the sail ! 
I am safe within the vail ! 

2 Onward, bark! the cape I'm rounding; 
See the blessed wave their hands ; 

Hear the harps of God resounding 
From the bright immortal bands. 

Chorus. 

3 There, let go the anchor, riding 
On this cahii and silv'ry bay ; 

Seaward fast the tide is gliding. 
Shores in sunlight stretch away. 

Chorus. 

4 Now we 're safe from all temptation, 
All the storms of life are past ; 

Praise the Rock of our salvation, 
We are safe at home at last ! 
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173. Life^ the Day of Oraee and Hope, l.m 

IJpIFE is the time to serve the Lord, 
^ The time t' insure the great reward ; 

And while the lamp holds out to bum, 

The vilest sinner may return. 

2 Life is the hour that God has given 
To 'scape from hell and fly to heaven ; 
The day of grace, and mortals may 
Secure the blessings of the day. 

3 The living know that they must die, 
But all the dead forgotten lie ; 

Their memory and their sense is gone, 
Alike unknowing and unknown. 

4 Then what my thoughts design to do, 
My hands with all your might pursue ; 
Since no device nor work is found, 
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

1 74. Waiting for the Dawn. 8s & 78. 

BRIGHT of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death. 
Rise ou us, Thyself revealing — 
Rise and chase the clouds beneath. 

2 Thou, of heaven and earth Creator, 

In our deepest darkness rise ; 
Scatter all the night of nature, 

Pour the day upoii omy e-^^. 
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3 Still we wait for Thine appearing ; 
Life and joy Thy beams impart, 

Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Every meek, benighted heart. 

4 Save us, in Thy great compassion, 
O thou mild, pacific Prince ; 

Give the knowledge of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins. 

5 By Thine all-sufficient merit, 
Every burdened soul release ; 

Every weary, wandering spirit 
Guide into Thy perfect peace. 

Charles Wesley, 1744. 

175. The Jrk of God. b. m. 

§IKE Noah's weary dove. 
That soar'd the earth around. 
But not a resting-place above 
The cheerless waters found. 

2 O eease, my wandering soul. 
On restless wing to roam ; 

All the wide world, to either pole. 
Has not for thee a home. 

3 Behold tlie Ark of God ; 
Behold the open door ; 

Hasten to gain that dear a\)ov\e, 
A/;d rove, my soul, no moxe. 
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4 There safe thou shalt abide, 
There sweet shall be thy rest, 

And every longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blest. 

5 And when the waves of ire 
Again the earth shall fill. 

The Ark shall ride the sea of fire. 
Then rest 07i Sion's hill. 

Wm. a. Muhlenberg, 1826. 

176. Christmas Morning. 7s&6s. 




PITTLE children, can you tell, 
Do you know the story well, 
Every girl and every boy, 
Why the angels sing for joy 

On the Christmas morning ? 

2 Shepherds sat upon the ground. 
Fleecy flocks were scatter'd round. 
When the brightness fiU'd the sky, 
And a song was heard on high, 

On the Christmas morning. 

3 " Joy and peace," the angels sang, 
Far the pleasant echoes rang, 
''Peace on earth, to men good will !" 
Hark ! the angels sing it still 

On the Clmstnifta momm^. 



FAMILIAR HYMNS. 171 

4 For a little babe that clay, 
Christ, the Lord of angels,' lay, 
Born on earth our Lord to be : 
This the wondering angels see 

On the Christmas morning. 

5 Let us sing the angels' song. 
And the pleasant sounds prolong : 
This fair babe of Bethlehem 
Children loves, and blesses them 

On the Christmas morning. 

6 " Peace" our little hearts shall fill, 
'* Peace on earth, to men good will !" 
Hear us sing the angels' song. 

And the pleasant notes prolong, 

On the Christmas morning. Anox 

ITY, Jesus Galls the Children. 8s & 7s. 

BRITTLE children, Jesus calls you. 
Listen to his blessed voice ; 
Sinners try in vain to shun it, 
Christians hail it and rejoice. 

Come, then, children, join to sing 
Glory to our Saviour-King. 

2 Little children, come to Jesus ; 

See Him still inviting stand : 
. Hark 1 He bids you leave destruction. 
Calls you to the better land. 
Come, then, etc. 
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3 Little children, look to Jesus, 
Look to Jesus, look and live ; 

Jesus suflfer'd death to save you, 
Freest pardon He will give. 

Come, then, etc. Anon. 

178. The Brink of Eternity. c. P. M 

JB^O ! on a narrow neck of land, 

g^ 'Twixt two unbounded seas I stand ; 

Yet how insensible ! 
A point of time, a moment's space, 
Removes me to yon heavenly place, 

Or shuts me up in hell. 

2 Oh God, my inmost soul convert. 
And deeply on my thoughtless heart 

Eternal things impress ; 
Give me to feel their solemn weight, 
And save me ere it be too late : 

Wake me to righteousness. 

3 Before me place, iu bright array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 

When Tliou with clouds shalt come 
To judge the nations at Thy bar; 
And tell me, Lord, shall I be there. 

To meet a joyful doom ? 

4 Then, Saviour, then my soul receive, 
Transported from this vale, to live 

And reign w\t\\ T\iee aXio^viv 
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Whtre faith is sweetly lost in sight, 
And hope in full, supreme delight. 
And everlasting love ! 

CHJLRLKg WeSLEY, 1749. 



179. A Parting Blessing Implored. 8s,78&4s. 



|,J^ORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing ; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 
Let us each, Thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 

O refresh us, 
Trav'ling thiough this wilderness. 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For Thy gospel's joyful sound ; 

May the fruits of Thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ; 

May Thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 

3 So, whene'er the signal 's given 
Us from earth to call away, 

Borne on angels' wings to lieaven. 
Glad the summons to obey, 

May we ever 
Reign with Christ in endless day. 
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1§0, Morning Prayer, cm. 

3fi?0RD, in the morning Thou shalt hear 



\ 



^^ My voice ascending high ; 
To Thee will I direct my prayer, 
To Thee lift up mine eye. 

2 Thou art a Grod l>efore whose sight 
The wicked sliall not stand ; 

Sinners shall ne'er be Thy delight, 
Nor dwell at Thy right hand. 

3 But to Thy house will I resort, 
To taste Thy mercies there ; 

I will frequent Thy holy court. 
And worship in Thy fear. 

4 Oh, may Thy Spirit guide my feet 
In ways of righteousness ; 

Make every path of duty straight 

And plain before my face. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

181. Longing for the House of God. H. M. 

B^ORD of the worlds above, 
How pleasant and how fair 
The dwellings of Thy love, 
Thine earthly temples are ! 

To Thine abode my heart aspires. 
With warm clesitea to see mv God. 
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2 To spend one sacred day, 
Where God and Saints abide, 

Affords diviner joy 

Than thousand days beside. 

Where God resorts, I love it more 
To keep the door, than shine in courts. 

3 O happy souls, that pray 
Where God appoints to hear ! 

O happy men that pay 

Their constant service there ! 

They praise Thee still, and happy they 
That love the way to Zion's hill. 

4 They go from strength to strength 
Through this dark vale of tears. 

Till each arrives at length, 
Till each in heaven appears. 
O glorious seat, when God our King 
Shall thither bring our willing feet. 

Isaac Watts, 1710. 

1§2, Divine Love. 8s&78. 

(Ch. Songs, 185.) 

S^OVE divine, all love excelling, — 
Joy of heaven, to earth come down ; 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling, 
All Thy faithful mercies CTO\NfTv\, 
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Jesus ! Thou art all comp«i88ioii, 
Pure, unbounded love Thou art ; 

Visit us with Thy salvation, • 
Enter every trembling heart. 

2 Breathe, oh, breathe Thy loving Spirit 
Into every troubled breast ; 

Let us all Thy grace inherit, 
Let us find Thy promised rest. 

Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all Thy life receive ; 

Speedily return, and never, 
Never more Thy temples leave. 

3 Finish, then, Thy new creation; 
Pure and holy may we be ; 

Let us see our whole salvation 

Perfectly secured by Thee. 
Change from glory into glory, 

Till in heaven we take our place, — 
Till we cast our crowns before Thee, 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

Charles Wesley, 174G. 

1§3, The Glory and Grace of Jesus, c. m. 

(Trio, 82.) 

[AJESTIC sweetness sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour's brow ; 
His head with radiant glories crowned, 
ills Jips with grace o'erflow. 
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2 No mortal can with Him compare 
Among the sons of men ; 

Fairer is He than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress, 
He flew to my relief; 

Forme He bore the shameful cross, 
And carried air my grief. 

4 To heaven, the place of His abode, 
He brings my weary feet ; 

Shows me the glories of my God, 
And makes my joys complete. 

5 Since from His bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine, 

Had I a thousand hearts to ^ive. 

Lord they should all be Thine ! 

Samuel Stennett, 1787, 

I §4. Keep to the Right. p.m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 24.) 

^ARCH along together, 
Ever firm and true. 
Many eyes are watching. 

Taking note of you. 
Pleasant winds or foul ones, 
Cloudy days or bright. 

Keep to the right, bo^^. 
Keep (o the right \ 
12 
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2 Raise on high your banner, 
That its folds may fly 

Like the wing of eagle 

Sweeping to the sky. 
If you wish to conquer 

Every foe you fight, 

Keep to the right, boys, 
Keep to the* right. 

3 Of your heavenly Father 
Strength and courage seek ; 

Swords are to no purpose 

If tlie heart be weak I 
Every arm endowing 

With a warrior's might, 

Keep to the right, boys, 
Keep to the right. 

4 Love should be your motto, 
Duty be your aim ; 

Ever "overcoming," 
Till a crown you claim ; 

For a fame undying. 

Strive with all your might ; 

Keep to the right, boys. 
Keep to the right. 

AiroK. 
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185. Go^ Proclaim Salvation. 8s, 7s & 48. 

^EN of God, go take your stations; 
Darkness reigns throughout the earth ; 
Go, proclaim among the nations 
Joyful news of heavenly birth ; 

Bear the tidings 
Of the Saviour's matchless worth. 

3 What though earth and hell united 
- Should oppose the Saviour's plan ? 
Plead His cause, nor be aflrighted : 
Fear ye not the face of man : 

Vain their tumult. 
Stop His work they never can. 

3 When exposed to fearful dangers, 

Jesus will his own defend : 
Borne afar 'midst foes and strangers, 
Jesus will appear your friend : 

And His presence 
Shall be with you to the end. 

Thomas Kelly, 1855. 



186. The Blind Man Healed. 8s & 78. 

" ^HeRCY, O thou Son of David I" 
^^^ Thus the blind Bartimeus prayed ; 

" Others by Thy word are saved, 
'Now to me afford Thine aid." 



I 
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2 Many for his crying chid bim, 
But he called the louder still; 

Till the gracious Savioiu* bid him, 
" Come, and ask me what you will." 

3 Money was not what he wanted, 
Though by begging used to live ; 

But he asked, and Jesus granted 
Alms which none but He could give. 

4 " Lord, remove this grievous blindness, 
Let my eyes behold the day !" 

Straight he saw, and, won by kindness. 
Followed Jesus in the way. 

5 O ! methinks I hear him praising, 
Publishing to all around ; 

*' Friends, is not my case amazing ? 
What a Saviour I have found ! 

John Newton, 1779. 



1§7, More Love to Thee^ Christ. 6s&4s. 

(Pure Gold, 61.) 

^ORE love to Thee, O Chiist, 
More love to Thee I 
Hear Thou the prayer I make 

On bended knee ; 
This is my earnest plea : 
More love, O Christ, to Thee, 
More love to TV\ee\ 
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2 Once earthly joy I craved, 
Sought peace and rest ; 

Now Thee alone I seek. 

Give what is best : 
This all my prayer shall be, 
More love, O Christ, to Thee, 

More love to Thee ! 

3 Let sorrow do its work. 
Send grief and pain ; 

Sweet are Thy messengers. 

Sweet their refrain, 
When they can sing with me — 
More love, O Christ, to Thee, 

More love to Thee ! 

4 Then shall my latest breath 
Whisper Thy praise ; 

This be the parting cry 

My heart shall raise. 

This still its prayer shall be:. 

More love, O Christ, to Thee, 

More love to Thee I 

Mrs. E. Prentiss. 

I §8, The Cross and the Crown. CM. 

^UST Jesus bear the cross alone. 
And all the world go free ? 
No : there's a cross for every one, 
And there's a cross for me. 




^ 
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2 How happy are the saints above 
Who once went sorrowing here ! 

But now they taste unmingled love 
And joy without a tear. 

3 The consecrated cross I'll bear 
Till death shall set me free, 

And then go home, my crown to wear ; 
For there's a crown for me. 

4 Upon the crystal pavement, down 
At Jesus' pierced feet, 

Joyful, I'll cast my golden crown, 
And His dear name repeat. 

5 And palms shall wave, and harps shall ring, 
Beneath heaven's arclies high ; 

The Lord that lives, the ransom'd sing, 
That lives no more to die. 

6 O precious cross ! O glorious crown ! 
O resurrection day ! 

Ye angels, from the stars come down. 
And bear my soul away. 

Vs. 1-5 by G. N. Allen, 1849. 

1*9, Native Country, 6s ft 4s. 

,Y country I 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 
Of thee I Slug*, 
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Land where my fathers died I 
Land of the pilgrims' pride 1 
From every mountain-side 
Let fieedom ring I 

2 My native country, thee — 
Land of the noble, free — 

Thy name I love ; 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills ; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

3 Let music swell the breeze,' 
And ring, from all the trees, 

Sweet freedom's song ; 
Let mortal tongues awake ; 
Let all that breathe partake ; 
Let rocks their silence break — 

The sound prolong. 

4 Our fathers' God I to Thee, 
Author of liberty, 

To Thee we sing ; 
Long may our land be bright 
"With freedom's holy light ; 
Protect us, by Thy might. 

Great God, our King ! 

Rev. Samuel ¥ . e>^iTia, \^*i. 
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190. Jordan's Strand. 8s&7s, 

(Trio, 83.) 

^Y days are gliding swiftly by, 
And I, a pilgrim stranger, 
Would not detain them as they flj, — 
Those hours of toil and danger. 

Chorus. 

For, oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand ; 

Our friends are passing over; 
And, just before, the sliining shore 

We may almost discover. 

2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear, 
Our heavenly home discerning ; 

Our absent Lord has left us word, 
" Let every lamp be burning." 

3 Should coming days be cold and dark, 
We need not cease our singing; 

That perfect rest naught can molest 
Where golden harps are ringing. 

4 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow. 
Each chord on earth to sever ; 

Our King says. Come, and there's our home, 
Forever, oh ! forever ! 

Djlvid Nelson, iS35. 



^ 
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191. Christ our Example. L. M. 

^Y dear Redeemer and my Lord, 
I read my duty in Thy word ; 
But in Thy life the law appears 
Drawn out in living characters. 

2 Such was Thy truth and such Thy zeal, 
Such deference to Thy Father's will, 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them mine. 

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witness'd the fervor of Thy prayer : 
The desert Thy temptations knew, 
Thy conflict, and Thy victory too. 

4 Be Thou my pattern ; make me bear 
More of Thy gracious image here ; 
Then God the Judge shall own my name 
Among the followers of the Lamb. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

192. Looking to Jesus. 6s* 4s. 

^Y faith looks up to Thee, 
i^^ Thou Lamb of Calvary, 
Saviour divine I 
Now hear me while I pray, 
Take all my guilt away. 
Oh, let me from this day 
Be who\]y Thine. 
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2 May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart ; 

My zeal inspire : 
As Thou hast died for me, 
Oh, may my love to Thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 

A living fire. 

3 While life's dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 

Be Thou my Guide : 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
"Wipe sorrow's tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray 

From Thee aside. 

4 "When ends life's transient dream. 
When death's cold, sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll. 

Blest Saviour, then, in love, 

Fear and distrust remove ; 

Oh, bear me safe above, 

A ransom'd soul. 

Rat Palmer, 1830. 

193. Prayer, L. m. 

*Y Father, when I come to Thee, 
I would not only bend the knee. 
But with my spirit seek Thy face. 
With my whole heart desire Thy grace. 
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2 I plead the name of Thy dear Son — 
All He has said, all He has done ; 
Ob, may I feel His love for me, 

Who died from sin to set me free. 

3 To guide me, Lord, be ever nigh ; 
My sins forgive, my -wants supply ; 
With favor crown my youthful days. 
And my whole life shall speak Thy praise. 

4 Thy Holy Spirit, Lord, impart ; 
Impress ITiy likeness on my heart ; 
Let me obey Thy truth in love, 

Till raised to dwell with Thee above. 

Anon. 

194. The Hour of Prayer. L. M. 

|Y God ! is any hour so sweet, 
From blush of morn to evening star. 
As that which calls me to Thy feet, — 

The hour of prayer, — the hour of prayer ? 

2 Bless'd is the tranquil hour of morn, 
And bless'd that hour of solemn eve. 

When on the wings of prayer upborne. 
The world I leave, — the world I leave. 

3 Then is my strength by Thee renewed ; 
Then are my sins by Thee forgiven ; 

Then dost Thou cheer my solitude 

With hopes of heaven — with hopes of heaven. 
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4 No words can tell what sweet relief 
Here for my every want I find ; 

What strength for warfare, balm for grief,. 
What peace of mind 1 — what peace of mind ! 

5 Hushed is each doubt ; gone, every fear ; 
My spirit seems in heaven to stay ; 

And ev'n the penitential tear 
Is wiped away, — ^is wiped away. 

6 Lord ! till I reach yon blissful shore, 
No privilege so clear shall be, 

As thus my inmost soul to pour 

In prayer to Thee, — in prayer to Thee. 

Charlotte Elliott, 1854. 

195. ''Thy Will he Doney p.m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 111 ) 

jY God and -Father, while I stray 
Far from my home, on life's rough way, 

I teach me from my heart to say, 

"Thy will be done." 

2 If Thou should'st call me to resign 
What most I prize, — it ne'er was mine ; 

1 only yield Thee what was thine : — 

" Thy will be done." 

3 E'en if again I ne'er should see 
The friend more dear than life to me. 
Ere long we both shall be with Thee ; — 

" Thy will be done." 
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4 Should pining sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 

My Father, still I strive to say, 
'' Thy will be done." 

5 If but my fainting heart be blest 
Witli Thy sweet Spirit for its guest. 
My God, to Thee I leave the rest, — 

" Thy will be done." 

6 Renew ray will from day to day, 
Blend it with Thine, and take away 
AH that now makes it hard to say, 

*• Thy will be done." 

7 Then, when on earth I breathe no more 

The prayer, oft mixed with tears before, 

I'll sing upon a happier shore, 

" Thy will be done." 

Charlotte Elliott, 1834. 

198. Retirement and Meditation. l. m. 

jY God, permit me not to be 
A stranojer to mvself and Thee : 
Amidst a thousand thoughts I rove, 
Forgetful of my highest love. 

2 Why should my passions mix witli earth. 
And thus debase my heavenly birth ? 
Why should I cleave to things below. 
And let my God, my Saviour, go ? 
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3 Call me away from flesh and sense : 
One sovereign word can draw me thence : 
I would obey the voice divine, 

And all inferior joys resign. 

4 Be earth, with all her scenes, withdrawn 
Let noise and vanity be gone : 

In secret silence of the mind, 

My heaven, and there my God, I find. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

197. Joy in God. c. m. 

^Y God, the spring of all my joys, 
The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest days. 
And comfort of my nights : — 

2 In darkest shades, if He appear. 
My dawning is begun ; 

He is my soul's sweet morning star, 
And He my rising sun. 

3 The opening heavens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 

While Jesus shows His mercy mine, 
And whispers I am His. 

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word, 

Run up with joy the shining way, 
To see and praia^ m^ \iOX^, 
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5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 

I'd break through every foe ; 

The wings of love and arms of faith 

Shall bear me conqueror through. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

198. Living to Christ. l. m. 

Golden Chain, 89.) 

^Y gracious Lord, I own Tby right 
To every service I can pay ; 
And call it my supreme delight 
To hear Thy dictates and obey. 

2 What is my being, but for Thee, 
Its sure support, its noblest end ? 

I live thy smiling face to see, 
And serve the cause of such a friend. 

8 I would not sigh for worldly joy. 
Or to increase my- worldly good ; 

Nor future days or powers employ 
To spread a sounding name abroad. 

4 'Tis to my Saviour I would live ; 
To Him who for my ransom died ; 

Nor could the bowers of Eden give 
Such bliss as blossoms at His side. 

5 His work my hoary age shall bless 
When youtbinl vigor is no more ; 

And my last hour of life confess 
His dying love's constfaimng powvtT. 
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199. All Thy Works Praise Thee. c. m. 

■ Y Heavenly Father 1 all I see, 
Around me and above, 
Sends forth a hymn of praise to Thee, 
And speaks Thy boundless love. 

2 The clear blue sky is full of Thee, 
The woods so dark and lone ; 

Tlie soft south wind, the sounding sea, 
Worship the Holy One. 

3 The humming of the insect throng. 
The prattling, sparkling rill, 

The birds with their melodious song 
Repeat Thy praises still. 

m 

4 And Thou dost hear them every one — 
Thou also hearest me ; 

I know that I am not alone 

When I but think of Thee. 

Anov. 



200. The Heavenly Mansions. l. m. 

(Trio, 270.) 

*Y heavenly home is bright and fair. 
Nor pain nor death can enter there : 
Its glittering towers the sun outshine ; 
That heavenly mansion shall be mine. 
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2 My Father's house is built on high, 
Far, far above the starry sky : 
"When from this earthly prison free, 
That heavenly mansion mine shall be. 

3 Let others seek a home below 
"Which flames devour, or waves o'erflow ; 
Be mine the happier lot — to own 

A lieavenly mansion near the throne. 

4 Then fail this earth, let stars decline, 
And sun and moon refuse to shine, 
All nature sink and cease to be ; 

That heavenly mansion stands for me. 

WlLLIA-M HUNTEB. 




201. At the Door. p.m. 

|Y Saviour stands waiting, and knocks at 
the door; 

Has knocked, and is knocking again ; 
I hear His kind voice, 111 reject Him no more, 

Nor let Him stand pleading in vain. 
In infinite mercy He came from above. 

To ransom, to cleanse me from sin ; 
I'll yield to the voice of His merciful love, 
And let my dear Saviour come in. 

13 
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Chorus. 

Saviour, come in, cleanse me from sin ; 
Jesus, my Saviour, come in, come in ! 
Enter the door, waiting no more, 
Saviour, dear Saviour, come in. 

2 O Saviour, my Ransom, Redeemer and Friend, 

The Life, and the Truth, and the Way, 
On Thy precious merit alone I depend ; 

Dwell in me and keep me, I pray. 
Thy goodness hath opened the door of my 
heart — 

'Tis open in welcome to Thee ; 
Come in, blessed Saviour, and never depart ; 

Come in, with Thy mercy, to me. — Chorvs. 

Eev. Alfred Taylor. 

1203. Watch and Pray. e. m. 

jY soul, be on thy guard ; 
Ten thousand foes arise ; 
And hosts of sins are pressing hard. 
To draw thee from the skies. 

2 O watch, and fight, and pray ; 

The battle ne'er give o'er ; 
Renew it boldly every day, 

And help divine implore. 
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3 Ne'er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thy armor clown ; 

Thy arduous work will not be done 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 

4 Fight on, my soul I till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God ; 

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
Up to His blest abode. 

George Heath, 1806. 

Trusting All with God. s. M. 
[Y times are in Thy hand :" 
O God, I wish tliem there ; 
My life, my soul, my friends, I leave 
Entirely to Thy care. 

2 *' My times are in Thy hand," 
Whatever they may be. 

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright, 
As best may seem to Thee. 

3 " My times are in Thy hand :" 
Why should I doubt or fear? 

My Father's hand shall never cause 
His child a needless tear. 

4 "My times are in Thy hand," 
Jesus, the Crucified ; 

The hand our many sins have i^w^vi^ 
Is now my guard and gvAde. 




k 
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5 ** My times are in Thy hand ;'* 

I'll always trust in Tliee, 
Till I have left this weary land, 

And all Thy gloiy see. 

William Freeman Lloyd, 1835. 



304. Nearer to Thee, 6sft49. 

(Trio, 77.) 

'EARER, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Tliee : 
EVn though it be a cross 

That raiseth me; 
Still all my song shall be, _ 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 

2 Though like a wanderer. 
The sun gone down, 

Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone ; 
Yet in my dreams Pd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

3 There let the way appear 
Steps up to heaven ; 

All that Thou sendest me. 
In mercy given. 
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Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my Gofl, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 

4 Then with my waking thoughts, 
Bright with Thy praise, 

Out ot my stony griefs 

Bethel I'll raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Tliee. 

5 Or if on joyfiil wing 
Cleaving the sky. 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot, 

Upward I fly ; 
Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my Oofl, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

Mrs. Sab ah F. Adams, 1841. 



a05. ** For Jesus' Sake:' 

(Trio, 272.) 

^EVER be afraid to speak for Jesus, 
Think how much a word can do; 
Never be afraid to own your Saviour, 
He who loves and cares for you. 
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Chorus. 

Never be afraid, 

Never be afraid, 

Never, never, never ; 
Jesus is your loving Saviour, 
Therefore never be afraid. 

2 Never be afraid to work for Jesus 
In His vineyard day by day ; 

Labor with a kind and willing spirit. 
He will all your toil repay. 
Never be afraid, etc. 

3 Never be afraid to benr for Jesus 
Keen reproaches when they fall ; 

Patiently endure youi- every trial, 
Jesus meekly bore them all. 
Never be afraid, etc. 

4 Never be afraid to live for Jesus 
If you on His care depend ; 

Safely shall you pass through every trial. 
He will bring you to the end. 
Never be afraid, etc. 

5 Never be afraid to die for Jesus ; 
He, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 

Gently in His arms of love will bear you 
To the realms of endless day. 
Never be afi*aid, etc. 

Fanny J. Crosby, 1864. 
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206. Christy our Sacrifice, 8. M. 

fOT all the blood of beasts, 
On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away : 

A sacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 

3 My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of Thine ; 

While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 

4 My soul looks back to see 
The burdens Thou didst bear. 

When hanging on the cursed tree, 
And hopes her guilt was there. 

5 Believing, we rejoice, 
To see the curse remove ; 

We bless the I^amb with cheerful voice, 
And sing His bleeding love. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 
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207. Jesvs Paid it All 

(Trio, 264.) 

I^OTHma, either great or small, 
Remains for me to do ; 
Jesus died, and paid it all, — 
Yes, all the debt I owe. 

Chorus. 
Jesns paid it all. 

All the debt I owe ; 
Jesus died, and paid it all, — 

Yes, all the debt I owe. 

2 When He from His lofty throne 
Stooped down to do and die. 

Every thing was fully done ; 
" 'Tis finished !" was His cry. 
Jesus paid it all, etc. 

3 Weary, working, plodding one ! 
O, wherefore toil you so ? 

Cease your " doing;" all was done, 
Yes, ages long ago. 

Jesus paid it all, etc. 

Rev. Proctob. 

308, Salvation through Christ, s. M. 

'OT what I feel or do. 

Can give me peace with God ; 
Not all ray prayers, and sigljs, and tears, 
Can bear my aYji\i\\o«i^. 
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2 Thy work alone, O Christ, 
Can ease this weight of sin; 

Thy blood alone, O Lamb of God, 
Can give me peace within. 

3 Thy love to me, O God, 
Not mine, O Lord, to thee. 

Can rid me of this dark unrest. 
And set my spirit free. 

4 'Tis Christ who saveth me, 
And freely pardon gives ; 

1 love because He loveth me, 
I live because He lives. 

HORATIUS BONAR, 1861. 

309, Morrdng Worship. cm. 

[OW condescend, Almighty King, 
To bless this happy throng; 
And kindly listen while we sing 
Our grateful morning song. 

2 We come to own the power divine 
That watches o'er our days ; 

For this our cheerful voices join 
In hymns of grateful praise. 

8 We come to learn Tliy holy word, 

And ask Thy tender care ; 
Before Thy throne. Almighty Loid^ 

We hend in humble prater. 





202 FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

4 May we in safety pass this day, 

From sin and danger free ; 
And ever walk in that sure way 

That leads to heaven and Thee. 

Anon. 

310. Jesus^ our Sun and Defender, 7s* 6fl. 

BLESSED Snn I whose splendor 
Dispels the shades of night ; 
O Jesus ! my Defender, 

My soul's supreme delight ! 
All day I hear resounding, 
A voice with silver tone, 
Which speaks of grace abounding 
Through God's eternal Son. 

2 A deep and heavenly feeling 
Oft seizes on my breast ; 

Ah ! here is balm for healing ; 

Here only is true rest. 
Though fortune should bereave me 

Of all I love the best. 
If Christ His love still leave me, 

I freely give the rest. 

3 To win this precious treasure, 
And matchless pearl, I would 

Give honor, wealth, and pleasure, 
And every eartVkVj goo^*, 
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1 gladly would surrender, 

The dearest tbiug, which might 
Obscure my Sun's bright splendor, 
And rob me of His light. 

4 Thy love it was which sought me, 

Thyself unsought by me. 
And to the haven brought me, 

Where I would gladly be. 
The things which once distressed me 

My heart no longer move, 
Since this sweet truth impressed me, 

That I possess Thy love. 

Ger., Carl J. P. Spitta, 1836. 
Tr. by Richard Massie, 1859. 

The Bread of Heaven. 7s & 6s. 

BREAD to pilgrims given, 
O Food that angels eat, 
O Manna sent from heaven, 

For heaven-bom natures meet 
Give us, for Thee long pining. 

To eat till richly filled ; 
Till, earth's delights resigning, 
Our every wish is stilled. 

2 O Water, life bestowing. 
From out the Saviour's heart, 

A fountain purely flowing, 
A fou22^ of love Thou art \ 
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Oh let us, freely tasting, 

Our burning thirst assuage ; 
Tliy sweetness, never wasting, 

Avails from age to age. 

3 Jesus, this feast receiving. 

We Thee unseen adore ; 
Thy faithful word believing, 

We take — and doubt no more. 
Give us. Thou true and loving, 

On earth to live in Thee ; 

' Then death the vail removing, 

Thy glorious face to see. 

Thomas Aquinas, 1260. 
Tr., by Rat Palmer, 1858. 

212, Longing for Christ, cm. 

COULD I laud from day to day 




A nearness to ray God, 
Then should my hours glide sweet away 
While leaning on His word. 

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live, 
Anew from day to day, 

In joys the world can never give. 
Nor ever take away. 

3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart, 
And make me wholly Thine, 

That I may never more depart, 
"Nov giieve T\i^ \o\^ ^^vti^. 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. 205 

4 Thus till my last expiring breath 

Thy goodness Til adore ; 
And wlien my flesh dissolves in death, 

My soul shall love Thee more. 

Benjamin Cleveland, 1790. 

Si 3. The Matchless Worth of Jesus, c. p. M. 

COULD I speak the matchless worth, 
O could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in ray Saviour shine ; 
rd soar and touch the heavenly strings. 
And vie with Gabriel, while he sings, 
In notes almost divine. 

2 I'd sing the precious blood He spilt. 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Of sin and wrath divine ; 
I'd sing His gloiious righteousness, 
In which all perfect, heavenly dress. 

My soul shall ever shine. 

3 I'd sing the characters He beai*s. 
And all the forms of love He wears. 

Exalted on His throne ; 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days 

Make all His glories known. 

4 Soon the delightful day will come 
When my dear Lord will bring m^ \\QYXi'&^ 

And I Bball see His face ; 
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Then, with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I'll spend. 
Triumphant in His grace. 

Samuel Medley, 1789. 



214, Pleasures Unseen, c. m. 

COULD our thoughts and wishes fly. 
Above these gloomy shades, 
To those bright worlds beyond the sky, 
Which sorrow ne'er invades ! 

2 There joys, unseen by mortal eyes. 
Or reason's feeble ray, 

In ever-blooming prospects lise, 
Unconscious of decay. 

3 Lord, send a beam of light divine 
To guide our upward aim I 

With one reviving touch* of Thine 
Our languid hearts inflame. 

4 Then shall, on faith's sublimest wing. 
Our ardent wishes rise 

To those bright scenes where pleasures 
spring. 
Immortal in the skies. 

kn'S* Steele, 1760. 
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15. The Holy Day of Rest, 78 & 6s. 

(Tunc, Webb.) 

/^i|\ DAY of rest and gladness, 
^^ O day of joy and light, 
O balm of care and sadness, 

Most beautiful, most bright ! 
On thee, the high and lowly. 

Before th' eternal throne, 
Sing Holy I Holy I Holy I 

To the great Tiiree in One. 

2 To-day on weary nations 

The heavenly manna falls ; 
To holy convocations 

The silver trumpet calls, 
Where gospel light is glowing 

With pure and radiant beams, 
And living water flowing 

With soul-refreshing streams. 

Christophbr Wordsworth 1858. 

:16. 7s, 6s, & 8s. 

He will Give you Grace to Conquer, 

(Tiio, 27.) 

I^i) DO not be discouiaged, 
^g^ For Jesus is your friend: 
He will give you grace to conquer, 
And keep you to the end. 
I am glad I'm in this aimy. 
Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army^ 
And ru battle for t\\e »dioc\. 
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2 Fight on, ye little soldiers, 
The battle you shall win, 

For the Saviour is your Captain, ^ 
And He hath vanquished sin. 
I am glad I'm in this army, 
Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army, 
And I'll battle for the school. 

3 And when the conflict's over. 
Before Him you shall stand ; 

You shall sing his praise forever 
In Canaan's happy land. 
I am glad I'm in this army. 
Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army 
And I'll battle for the school. 

Miss Abby M. Hewitt. 



217. Why not he Saved Tonight. 8s. 

(Ch. Songs, 162.) 

DO not let the word depart, 
And close thine eyes against the light ; 
'Tis Jesus asks the sinner's heart ; 

Thou would'st be saved — why not to-night ? 

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise 
To bless thy long deluded sight ; 
This is the time, oh ! then be wise ; 
Thoa would'st be awved— ^Yv^ xiOt to-night ? 
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3 Our God in pity lingers still, 

And wilt thou thus His love requite ; 
Renounce at once thy stubborn will, 

Thou would'st be saved— why not to-night? 

4 Our blessed Lord refuses none 

Who would to Him their souls unite ; 
Believe on Him — the work is done; 

Thou would'st be saved — vhy not to-night ? 

Anok. 

Sil§. '"''Looking off nnto Jesu^y p.m. 

fEYES that are weary, and hearts that 
are sore I 
Look off unto Jesus, and sorrow no more ! 
The light of his countenance shineth so bright, 
That on earth, as in heaven, there need be no 
night. 

2 " Looking off unto Jesus," my eyes cannot see 
The troubles and dangers that throng about me : 
They cannot be blinded with sorrowful tears, 
They cannot be shadowed with doubtings and 

fears. 

3 " Looking off unto Jesus," my spirit is blest,^- 
In the world I have turmoil, in Him I have rest. 
The sea of my life all about nie may roar., — 
When I look unto Jesus I bear \t wo mcvt^. 



I i 
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4 " Looking off unto Jesus," I go not astray ; 
My eyes are on Him, and He shows me the way 
The path may seem dark as He leads me along 
But following Jesus I cannot go wrong. 

6 " Looking off unto Jesus," my heart cannot 

fear ; 
Its trembling is still when I see Jesus near : 
I know that His power my safeguard will be, 
For, " Why are ye troubled ? He saith unto me. 

6 " Looking off unto Jesus," oh, may I be found, 
When the waters of Jordan encompass me 

round : 
Let me rise from their waves in His presence 

to be; 
'Tis but seeing Him nearer whom always I see. 

7 Then, then shall I know the full beauty and 

grace 
Of Jesus my Lord, when I stand face to face : 
I shall know how His love went before me each 

day. 
And wonder that ever my eyes turned away. 

Anok. 

Unwa'cering Faith. c. m. 

FOR a faith that will not shrink. 
Though pressed by many a foe ; 
That will not tremble on the brink 
Of poverty ox -wo^v 
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2 Tbat will not mumiur nor complain 

Beneath tlie chastening rod ; 
But in the hour of grief or pain 

Can lean upon its God. 

3 A faith that keeps the nanow way, 

By truth restrained and led, 
And with a pure and heavenly ray 

Lights up a dying bed. 

4 Lord, give me such a faith as this. 
And then, whate'er may come, 

ril taste e'en here the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home. 

W. H Bathuhst, 1831. 

320. A Glean Heart, c. m. 

trOR a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free ; 
A heart made clean by Thy rich blood 
So freely shed for me ! 

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek. 
My great Redeemer's throne, — 

Where only Christ is heard to speak. 
Where Jesus reigns alone ! 

8 A humble, lowly, contrite heart. 

Believing, true and clean ; 
Which neither life nor death cau"^^x\. 

From Bim that dwells withm \ 
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4 A heart in every tliought renew'd, 

And full of love divine; 
Perfect and right and pure and good, 

A copy, Lord, of thine I 

Charles Wesley, 1742. 



221. Qodly Sorrow. cm. 

FOR that tenderness of heart 
Which bows before the Lord I 
That owns how just and good Thou art, 
And trembles at Thy word. 

2 O for those humble, contrite tears, 
AVhich from repentance flow ; 

That sense of guilt which, trembling, fears 
The long-suspended blow. 

3 Saviour, to me, in pity, give 
For shi the deep distress ; 

The pledge Thou wilt at last receive, 
And bid me die in peace. 

4 O fill my soul with faith and love. 
And strength to do Thy will ; 

Raise my desires and hopes above. 
Thyself to me reveal. 

C¥llC«.l.'B.% '^'B«V.^'^ , 1764. 
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233. The Saving Name, c. M. 

/^^ FOR a thousand tongues to sing 
^^ My great Redeemer's praise, 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of His grace ! 

2 My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, 

And spread through all the earth abroad 
The honors of Thy name. 

3 Jesus I the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 

'Tis music in the sinner's ears; 
*Tis life, and health, and peace. 

4 Look mato Him, ye nations ; own 
Your God, ye fallen race ; 

Look, and be saved through faith alone. 

Be justified by grace. 

Charles Wesley, 1740. 

333. Happiness in Serving Christ. p. m. 

tHOW happy are they 
Who their Saviour obey, 
And have laid up their treasure above 1 
Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peae^ 
Of a soul in its earliest lo\e. 
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2 That sweet comfort was miae 
When tlie favor divine 

I first found in the blood of the Lamb ; 

When at first I believed, 

What a joy I received ! 
What a heaven in Jesus' blest name I 

3 Jesus all the day long 
Was my joy and my song; 

Oh, that all His salvation might see I 

He hath loved me, I cried, 

He hath suflfered and died, 
To redeem even rebels like me. 

C. Wbslby, 1747. 

324. Jesus^ the Beloved One. c. m. 

JESUS I Thou the Beauty art 
Of angel worlds above ; 
Thy name is music to the heart, 
Enchanting it with love. 

2 O my sweet Jesus ! hear the sighs 
Which unto Thee I send; 

To Thee mine inmost spirit cries, 
My being's Hope and End, 

3 Stay with us, Lord ! and with Thy light 
Illume the soul's abyss ; 

Scatter the darkness of our night, 
And fill the world with blisa. 
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4 O Jesus I si)otless Virgin Flower I 

Our life and joy ! to Thee 
Be praise, beatitude and power, 
Through all eternity I 

Lat, Bernard of Clalrvaux, 1140. 
Tr. Edward Caswall, 1849. 

235 • The Heavenly Jerusalem, cm. 

MOTHER dear, Jerusalem, 
When shall I come to thee ? 
AVhen shall my sorrows have an end? 
. Thy joys when shall I see ? 

2 O happy harbor of God's saints I 
O sweet antl pleasant soil! 

In thee no sorrow may be found — 
No grief, no care, no toil. 

3 No dimming clouds o'ershadow thee, 
No dull or darksome night ; 

For every soul shines as the sun. 
And God Himself gives light. 

4 Thy walls are made of precious stone, 
Thy bulwarks diamond-square ; 

Thy gates are all of orient pearl ; — 
O God ! if I were there I 

6 Oh I passing happy were my state, 

Might I be worthy found 
To wait upon my God and King, 

His praises there to sound. 
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6 Jerusalem I Gk>d's dwelling-place ! 

I love, and long to see ; 
that my sorrows bad an end, 
That I might dwell in thee. 

F(rancis) B(aker), 1616. 
Altered by David Dickson, 1649. 

226. One More Day''s Work for Jesus, 

(Blight Jewels, 24.) 

tNE more day's work for Jesus, 
One less of life for me I 
But heaven is nearer, 
And Christ is dearer 
Than yesterday to me ; 
His love and light , 
Fill all my soul to-night. 

Chobus. 

One more day's work for Jesus, 
One more day's work for Jesus, 
One more day's work for Jesos, 
One less of life for me. 

2 One more day's work for Jesus ! 
How glorious is my King ; 

'Tis joy, not duty, 

To speak his beauty ; 
My soul mounts on the wing 

At the mere thought 

How Christ my \Sift\v«^\iwsL<^lit.-— ^A€>. 
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8 One more day's work for Jesus ! 
How sweet the work has been, 

To tell the story, 

To show the glory, 
Where Christ's flock enter in ! 

How it did shine 

In this poor heart of mine I — Chorus. 

4 One more day's work for Jesus ! 
Oh yes, a weary day ; 

But heaven shines clearer. 

And rest comes nearer. 

At each step of the way ; 

And Christ in all, 

Before his face I full.— Chorus. 

5 Oh, blessed work for Jesus 1 
Oh, rest at Jesus' feet ! 

Their toil seems pleasure. 
My wants are treasure. 
And pain for Him is sweet. 
Lord, if I may, 
I'll serve another day! — Chorus. 

Miss Anna Warner. 

ftft7» Nearer Home. 6s. 

(Fresh Laurels, 69.) 

tNE sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er ; 
I'm nearer my home to-day 
Thdn I've ever been befoie. 
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2 Nearer my Father's house, 
Where the many mansions be ; 

Nearer the gi'eat white throne, 
Nearer the crystal sea, 

3 Nearer the bound of life, 
Where \^e lay our burdens down ; 

Nearer leaving the cross, 
Nearer gaining the crown. 

4 But lying darkly between, 
Winding down through the night. 

Is that dim and unknown stream 
Which leads at last to light. 

6 Father, perfect my trust, 

Strengthen my feeble faith ; 
Let me feel as if I trod 

The shore of the river death. 

6 For even now my feet 

May stand upon its brink, — 
I may be nearer my home, 

Nearer now than I think. 

Phbbb Caby, 1854. 

22§. Christ the Friend of Sinners, 8s & 7s. 

^NE there is, above all others, 

Well deserves the name of Friend ; 
His is love beyond a brother's, 
Costly, free, and knows no end. 
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2 Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood ? 

But This Saviour died to have us 
Reconciled in Him to God. 

3 When He lived on earth abased, 
Friend of sinners was His name ; 

Kow above all glory raised, 
He rejoices in the same. 

4 O for grace our hearts to soften ! 
Teach us, Lord, at length to love ; 

We, alas I forget too often 
What a Friend we have above. 

John Newton, 1779. 

329, Heaven in Prospect. c. M. 

tN Jordan's stormy banks I stand. 
And cast a wishful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy land, 
Where my possessions lie. 

2 Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene 
That rises to my sight ! 

Sweet fields, array 'd in living green. 
And rivers of delight ! 

3 O'er all those wide- extended plains 
Shines one eternal day ; 

There God the Son forever reigns, 
And scatters night away. 
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4 No chilling winds, no poisonous breath, 
Can reach that healthful shore ; 

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
Are felt and fear'd no more. 

5 When shall Freach that happy place. 
And be forever blest ? 

When shall I see my Father's face. 
And in His bosom rest ? 

6 Fiird with delight, my raptured soul 
Would here no longer stay ; 

Though Jordan's waves should round me roll, 
Fearless I'd launch away. 

Samuel Stennbtt, 1750. 

230. Only Waiting, 8s * 7s. 

\NLY waiting till the shadows 
Are a little longer grown ; 
Only waiting till the glimmer 

Of the day's last beam is flown ; 
Till the night of earth is faded 

From the heart, once full of day ; 
Till the stars of heaven are breaking 
Through the twilight soft and gray. 

2 Only waiting till the reapers 
Have the last sheaf gathered home ; 

For the summer-time is faded. 
And the autumn winds have come. 
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Quickly, reapers ! gather quickly 
The last ripe hours of my heart, 

For the bloom of life is withered, 
And I hasten to depart. 

3 Only waiting till the angels 
Open wide the mystic gate, 

At whose feet I long have lingered. 

Weary, poor, and desolate. 
Even now I hear the footsteps, 

And their voices far away ; 
If they call me, I am waiting. 

Only waiting to obey. 

4 Only waiting till the shadows 
Are a little longer grown ; 

Only waiting till the glimmer 
Of the day's last beam is flown. 

Then from out the gathering darkness 
Holy, deathless stars shall rise. 

By whose light my soul shall gladly 
Tread its pathway to the skies. Anox. 

231. The Heralds of Salvation. 8s, 7s, & 4s. 
l!i»l^ the mountain's top appearing. 




Lo ! the sacred herald stands. 
Welcome news to Zion bearing, 
iZion long in hostile lands. 
Mourning captive, 
God himself shall loose thy bands. 
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2 Has thy night been long and mournful ? 
Have thy friends unfaithful proved ? 

Have tliy foes been proud and scornful, 
By thy sighs and tears unmoved ? 

Cease thy mourning ; 
Zion still is well beloved. 

3 God. thy God, will now restore thee ; 
He himself appears thy friend ; 

All thy foes shall flee before thee ; 
Here their boasts and triumphs end : 

Great deliverance 
Zion's King will surely send. 

4 Peace and joy shall now attend ihee ; 
All thy warfare now is past ; 

God thy Saviour will defend thee ; 
Victory is thine at last. 
All thy conflicts 
End in everlasting rest. 

Thomas Kbllt, 1809. 



232. Onward^ Christian Soldiers. p. M. 

(Ch. Songs, 168.) 

^NWARD, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 
With the cross of Jesus, 
Going on before. 
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Christ, the Royal Master, 

Leads against the foe ; 
Forward iDto battle, 

See, His banners go. 

Chorus. 

Onward, Chiistian soldiers, 

Marching as to war. 
With the cross of Jesus 

Going on before. 

2 At the sign of tiinraph 

Satan's host doth flee ; 
On, then, Christian soldiers. 

On to victory. 
Hell's foundations quiver 

At the shout of praise ; 
Brothers, lift your voices, 

Loud your anthems raise. — Chorus. 

8 Like a mighty army 

Moves the Church of God ; 
Brothers, we are treading 

Where the saints have trod : 
We are not divided. 

All one body we ; 
One in hope and doctrine, 

One in charity. — Chorus. 

4 Crowns and thrones may perish. 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
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But the Church of Jesus 

Constant will remain ; 
Gates of hell can never 

'Gainst tliat Church prevail ; 
We have Christ's own promise, 

And that cannot fail. — Chorus. 

Anon. 

233. 

Opprest with Noon-day'^8 Scorching Heat. 

ipm^PPREST with noon-day's scorching heat, 




To yonder cross I flee ; 
Beneath its shelter take my seat, 
No shade like this fonne ! 

2 Beneath that cross clear waters burst — 
A fountain sparkling free ; 

And there I quench my desert thirst : 
No spring like this for me ! 

3 A stranger here, I pitch my tent 
Beneath this spreading tree ; 

Here shall ray pilgrim life be spent : 
No home like this for me I 

4 For burdened ones a resting-place, 
Beside that cross I see ; 

I here cast off my weariness : 
No rest like this for me I 

HORATIUS BOKAR, 1856. 
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334. Good Friday, 7s & 69. Double. 

SACRED Head, now wounded, 
With grief and shame bowed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded 

With thorns, Thine only crown. 
O sacred Head, what glory, 

What bliss till now was Thine ! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 
I joy to call Thee mine. 

2 What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered, 
Was all for sinners' gain : 

Mine, mine was the transgression, 

But Thine the deadly pain. 
Lo, here I fall, my Saviom*; 

'Tis I deserve Thy place ; 
Look on me with Thy favor. 

Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 

3 The joy can ne'er be spoken, 
Above all joys beside. 

When in Thy body broken 

I thus with safety hide. 
Lord of ray life, desiring 

Thy glory now to see. 
Beside Thy cross expinng, 

I'd breathe my soul to Thee. 

4 What language shall I borrow 

To thank Thee, dearest ^end, 

in 
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For this Thy dying sorrow, 
Thy pity without end ? 

O make me Thine forever ; 
And should I fainting be, 

Lord, let me never, never 
Outlive my love for Thee. 

5 Be near me when I'm dying, 

O show Thy cross to me : 
And to my succor flying, 

Come, Lord, and set mc free. 
These eyes, new faith receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move ; 
For he, who dies believing, 

Dies safely through Thy love. 

Lat., S. Bernard, of Clairvaux, 1100. 

Tr. by Gerhardt, 1666 ; J. W. ALEXAin>EB, 



335. Sing to me of Hewoen, 

^H, sing to me of heaven 

When I am called to die ; 
Sing songs of holy ecstasy. 
To waft my soul on high. 

Chorus. 

There'll be no sorrow there. 
There'll be no sorrow there; 
In heaven above, where all is love. 
There'll be no sorrow there. 



p. 
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2 When tl)c last moments come, 
Oh, watcli my dying face. 

To catch tlic bright seraphic glow 
Which in each feature plays.— 6'A(?. 

3 Then to my raptured ear 
Let one sweet song be given ; 

Let music charm me Inst on earth, 
And greet me first in heaven. — Cho. 

4 When round my senseless clay 
Assemble those I love, 

Then sing of heaven, delightful heaven, 
My glorious home above. — Cho, 

Mrs. Mary S. B. Dana, 1850. 

36. Songs of the Beautiful, 

(Fresh Laurels, 156.) 

SONGS of the beautiful, songs of the 
blest, 
huB breath'd by the East on the hearts of the 

West; 
!ow your music sweeps o'er us like perfume 

from flowers, 
[e wet with His blood in Gethsemane's bow- 
ers. 

O songs of the beautiful, songs of the blest, 
y the earth*pilgrim sung as he longs for his 
rest; 
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H6w ye tell that all sorrows, all troubles shall 

cease 
On tlie sbore where the Lamb to His loved ones 

gives peace. 

3 O songs of the beantifal, songs of the blest, 
Breathing hope to the spirit, and balm to the 

blest ; 
Still around us vour Paradise-music shall roll, 
Still whisper of Christ to each siuladen soul I 

4 O songs of the beautiful, songs of the blest, 
We nre l)ut earth-pilgrims here, longing for rest. 
Dear fathers, dear mothers, all households that 

long 
For the smile of the Lord, and the glorified's 
song! 

5 O songs of the beautiful, songs of the blest, 
Thus breath'd by the East on the heaits of the 

West; 
On your sweet music swelling from Calvary's 

sod, 
We have mercy and Paradise promised by God I 

W. Ross Wallace. 

237, Pleading the Promise. h. m. 

(iSH) '^^^^U ^^^'^^ hearcst prayer, 
^^ Attend our humble cry ; 
And let Thy servants share 
Thy blessing irom on high : 
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We plead the promise cf Thy word ; 
Giant us Thy Holy Gpirit, hon}. 

2 If earthly parents hear 

Their children when they cry; 

If they, with love sincere, 
Their varied wants supply ; 

Much more wilt Thou Thy love display, 

And answer when Thy children pray. 

8 Our heavenly Father, Tliou ; 

We, children of Thy grace : 
O let Ti.y Spirit now 

Descend and fill the place : 
So shaJl we feel the heavenly flainc, 
And all unite to praise Thy name. 

4 O may that sacred fire. 

Descending from a!)Ove, 
Our languid heaits inspire 

With fervent zeal and love ; 
Enlighten our beclouded eyes, 
And teach our grov'ling souls to rise. 

John Burton, 1824, 

33§. Homeicard Bound. lOs & 4s. 

(j|l|UT on an ocean all boundless we ride, 
^^ AVe're homeward bound; 
?oss'd on the waves of a rough, restless tide, 
We're homeward bound ; 
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Far from the safe, quiet harbor we've rode, 
Seeking our Father's culestial abode, 
Promise of which on us each He bestow'd, 
We're homeward bound. 

2 Wildly the storm sweeps us on as it roars, 

We're homeward bound ; 
Look ! 3'onder lie the bright heavenly shores, 

We're homeward bound ; 
Steady, O pilot ! stand firm at the wheel ; 
Steady ! we soon shall outweather the gale : 
Oil, how we fly 'neath the loud-creaking sail ! 

We're homeward bound. 

3 We'll tell the w orld, as we journey along, 

We're homeward bound ! 
Try to persuade them to enter our throng. 

We're homeward bound. 
Come, trembling sinner, forlorn and oppress'd, 
Join in our number, oh, come and be blest, 
Journey with us to the mansions of rest. 

We're homeward bound. 

4 Into the harbor of heaven now we glide, 

We're home at last ; 
Softly we drift on its bright silver tide, 

We're home at last; 
Glory t) God ! all our dmofei's are o'er; 
We stand secure on tiie glorified shore. 
Glory to God ! we will shoat evermore, 

TTe're home at \aafc. • WiiBRBN. 
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239. The Eternal State. s. M. 

WHERE shall rest be found, 
Rest for the weary soul ? 
'Twere vain the ocean's depth to sound, 
Or pierce to either pole. 

2 The world can never give 
The bliss for which we sigli ; 

'Tis not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 

3 Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above, 

Unmeasnr'd by the flight of years, — 
And all that life is love. 

4 There is a death whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath : 

Oh ! what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death. 

5 Lord God of truth and grace I 
Teach us that death to shun : — 

Lest we be driven from Thy face, 

And evermore undone. 

Jah£s Montgomery, 1819. 

240, Pom Me Not. 8s & 5s. 

(Pure Gold, 25.) 

^J)ASS me not, O gentle Saviour, 
j^^ Hear my humble cry ; 
While on others thou art smiling, 
Do not pass me by. 
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2 Let me at a throne of mercy 
Find a sweet relief, 

Kneeling there in deep contrition. 
Help my unbelief. 

3 Trusting only in thy meiits, 
Would I seek Thy face, 

Heal my wounded, broken spirit, 
Save me by Thy grace. 

4 Thou the sj^ring of all my comfort, 
More than life to me, 

Whom have I on earth beside Thee, 
Whom in heaven but Thee. 

Fanny Crosby, i670. 

241. Frayer Inspired, cm. 

^^RAYER is the breath of Gk>d in man, 
j^^ Returning whence it came ; 
Love is the sacred fire within. 
And prayer the rising flame. 

2 It gives the burdened spiidt ease. 
And soothes the troubled breast. 

Yields comfort to the mourner here, 
And to the weary rest, 

8 When God inclines the heart to pray, 

He hath an ear to hear; 
To Him there's music in a groan, 

And beauty in a tear. 
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4 The humble suppliant cannot fail 

To have his vvisnts supplied, 
Since He for sinners intercedes 

Who once for sinners died. 

Benjamin Bedoome, I7S7. 



342. Prayer, CM. 

^8)RAYER is the soul's sincere desire 
W^ Unutter'd or expressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire ^ 
That trembles in the breast. 

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 
The falling of a tear, 

The upward glancing of Rn eye 
When none but God is near. 

3 Prayer is the simplcpt form of speech 
That infant lips can try ; 

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The majesty on high. 

4 Praver is the contrite sinner's voice 
Returning from liis ways ; 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And say, '* Behold, he prnys.'' 

James Montqomeby, 1819. 
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243, Prayer for Trust, 79. 

/#i|)UIET, Lord, my froward heart, 
^^ Make me teachable and mild. 
Upright, simple, free from art, 
Make me as a weaned child; 
From distrust and envy ivQQ^ 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide, 
Let me as a child receive ; 

What to-morrow may betide, 

Ciilmly to Thy wisdom leave. 
'Tis enough that Thou wilt care, 
Why should I the burden bear ? 

3 As a iitfcle child relies 

On a care beyond his own ; 
Knows he's neither strong nor wise; 

Fears to stir a step alone ; 
Let me thus with Thee abide, 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 

4 Thus preserved from Satan's wiles. 
Safe from dangers, free from fears ; 

May I live upon Thy smiles 

Till the promised hour appears, — 
Whan the sons of God shall prove 
All their Father's boundless love. 

John NBwroN^ 177tt. 
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244, 6s & 58. 

'' have Longed for Thy Salvation^ Lord^ 

^J)URER yet and purer 
j^^ I would be in mind ; 
Dearer yet and dearer 

Every duty find. 
Hoping still and trusting 

God without a fear, 
Patiently believing 

He will make all clear. 

2 Calmer yet and calmer 

Trial bear, and pain ; 
Surer yet and surer 

Peace at last to gain. 
Suffering still and doing 

To His will resigned, 
And to God subduing 

Heart and will and mind. 

8 Higber yet and higher 

Out'of clouds and night. 
Nearer yet and nearer 

Rising to the light — 
Light serene and holy, 

Where my soul may rest. 
Purified and lowly, 

Sanctified and blest, 
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4 Quicker yd and quicker 

Ever onwiud press ; 
FirmcT vet and fiiuier 

Step as I piogrcss. 
Oft these earnest longings 

Swell within my breast, 
Yet tliek inner meaning 

Ne'er can be expressed. 



Anon. 



245. Eememher thy Creator Now, cm. 

^^^EMEMBER thy Creator now . 
^^' In these thy youtliful days; 



He will accipt thine eailiest vow; 
He loves thine earliest praise. 

2 Remember thy Creator now, 
Seek Him wliilo He is near; 

For evil days will come when thou 
Shalt find no comfort here. 

3 Remember thy Creator now, 
His willing servant be ; . 

Then, when thy head in death shall bow, 

He will remem.ber thee. 

* 

4 Almighty God, our hearts incline 
Thy heavenly voice to hear ; 

Let all our future days be Thine, 
Devoted to Thy fear. Anoh. 
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246. Jacob Sleeping at Bethel. c. m. 

^^EPOSING sweetly at heaven's gate, 
^^ Behold the patriarch lie; 
While visions of the unseen state 
Instruct liis sleeping eye. 

2 He sees, down to the earth's green zone, 
The white-winged angels bend ; 

While heav'nward, to th' eternal throne, 
Swift messengers ascend. 

3 There sits the Lord in glory bright, 
And yet, with tender care. 

He looks on Jacob slunibeiing light 
Beneath the ladder there. 

4 Sweet types are these — the symbols blest 
Of mercy's wondrous plan ; 

To show how God, and all God's host, 
Take loving care of man. 

6 Why should the good man ever fear, 

Though into deserts driven ? 
His tent, where'er 'tis pitched, is near 

The open gate of heaven. 

6 Take Jesus for thy Saviour — then 

Hope on, nor be dismayed ; 
Thou sleepest under angels' wings 

Where'er thy head is laid. 

F. M. Caulkins, 1850. 
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347. The Sinner Entreated. l.m. 

EETURN, O wanderer, return, 
And seek an injured Father's face ; 
Those warm desires that in thee burn 
Were kindled by reclaiming grace. 

2 Return, O wanderer, return, 

And seek a Father's mdting heart; 
His pitying eyes thy grief discern, 

His hand shall heal thine inward smart. 

3 Return, O wanderer, return ; 
Thy Saviour bids thy spiiit live; 

Go to His bleeding feet and learn 
How freely Jesus can forgive. 

4 Return, O wanderer, return. 
And wipe away the falling tear ; 

'Tis God who says, "no longer mourn," 
'T is mercy's voice invites thee near. 

Wm. B. Collteb, 1813. 

248. Hymn for Sunday- School, l. m. 

SCnOLABS. 

mICH is the sacred song that swells, 
,0^^^^ Where God in light and glory dwells ; 
What joyful choir their notes combine, 
Who utter music so divine t 



^ 
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TEACHERS. 

2 'Tis the sweet song of spotless love, 
Which ransomed children sing above : 
Early to God their hearts were given, 
And now they dwell with Him in heaven. 

SCHOLARS. 

3 O who may hope with them to be, 
And join their notes of harmony ? 
Who can escape from earth and sin, 
And pure and holy be within ? 

.TEACHERS. 

4 In strength divine the youngest may 
Begin a holy life to-day ; 

Through Him that' loved us hopes remain, 
That none shall seek His face in vain. 

ALL. 

6 Dear Saviour I may Thy Spirit's call 
Produce its blest eflfect on all : 
Thine be the remnant of our days, 
And eveiy breath be prayer and praise. 

ftM, Pilgrim's Song. 7s & 6si 

ISE, my soul,.and stretch thy wings; 
Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things 
Toward heaven, thy native place. 
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Sun, and moon, and stars decay — 
Time shall soon this earth remove ; 

Rise, my soul, and haste away 
To seats prepared above. 

3 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fires ascending seek the sun ; 

Both speed tiiera to their source. 
So a soul that's born of God, 

Pants to view His glorious face ; 
Upward tends to His abode, 

To rest in His embrace. 

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn ; 

Press onward to the prize ; 
Soon the Saviour will return. 

Triumphant in the skies : 
There well join the heavenly train, 

Welcomed to partake the bliss ; 
Fly from sorrow and from pain 

To realms of endless peace. 

Robert Seagrave, 1748. 

250. EocTc of Ages. 7s. 

^§^OCK of Ages, cleft for me, 
^^' Let me hide myself in Thee; 
L'jt the water and the blood, 
From Thy riven side that flowed, 
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Be of sin the double cure, 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labor of my hands 
Can fulfill Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Tiiee for grace ; 
Vile, I to the fountain fly ; 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die I 

4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyelids close in death. 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment-throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thet* . 

Augustus M. Toplajjy, 1776 

251* Requiem — Death of a Friend. p. M. 

^^vAD as the music, low and dim, 
^^ That comi s from the sea-sliell lone, 
Swell the parting notes of a funeral hymn 
For the spirit ever gone. 

16 
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. Father, Thou a soul hast taken, 

Left our hearts dark and forsaken ; 
One more earthly course is run ; 
God of love, Thy will be done. 

2 Soft as the lay the wood-bird sings, 

When the light of day is fled. 
And eve hath vailed all earthly things. 

Be our requiem for the dead. 
Father, Thou most kind and holy, 

Bend we to Thee, meekly, lowly ; 
Thou hast culled a cherished one ; 

God of love. Thy will be done. Anox. 

252. Safe in the Arms of Jesus. 

(Pure Gold, 9.) 

^AFE in the aims of Jesus, 
Safe on His gentle breast, 
There by His love o^ershaded. 

Sweetly my soul shall rest. 
Hark ! 'tis the voice of angels, 

Borne in a song to me, 
Over the sea of glory, 
Over the Jasper sea. 

Chorus. 
Safe in the arms of Jesus, 

Safe on his gentle breast, 
There by His love o'ershaded, 

Sweetly my soul shall rest. 
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2 Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe from coiToding care^ 

Safe from the world's temptations. 

Sin cannot harm me there. 
Fi*ee from the blight of sorrow, 

Free from my doubts and fears ; 
Only a few more trials, 

Only a few more tears I — Chords, 

3 Jesus, my heart's dear refuge, 
Jesus has died for me ; 

Firm on the Rock of Ages, 

Ever mv tnist shall be. 
Here let me wait with patience, 

Wait till the night is o'er ; 
Wait till I see the moniing 

Break on the golden shore. — Chortts. 

Fanny Crosby, 1870. 

3. Worship in the Sanctuary, 7b. 

^^AFELY through another week 
^^ God has brought us on our way ; 
Let us now a blessing seek. 

Waiting in His courts to-day, — 
Day of all the week the best. 
Emblem of eternal rest. 

2 While we seek supplies of grace 
Through the dear Redeemer's name, 
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Show Thy reconciled face, 

Take away OQr sin and shame; 
From our worldly cares set free, 
May we rest this day in Thee. 

3 As we meet, Thy name to praise, 
Let us feel Thy presence near ; 

May Thy glory meet our eyes 

While we in Thy house appear : 
There afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 

4 May the Gospel's joyful sound 
Conquei- sinners, comfort saints, 

Make the fruits of grace abound. 

Bring relief from all complaints : 
Thus let all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till we join the Church above. 

JouN Newton, 1779. 

254. Evening Petitions. 9s & 7s. 

(^^AVIOUR, breathe an evening blessing, 
^^ Ere repose our eyelids seal : 
Sin and want we come confessing; 
Thou canst save, and Thou canst heal. 

2 Though destruction walk around us. 

Though the arrows past us fly, 
Angel guards from Thee surround us ; 

We are safe if Thou art nigh. 
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8 Tliongh the niglit be dark and dreary, 
DiU'kiiess caiiKCt hidt* fiom Tliee ; 

Thou art one who. never wearv, 
AVatchest wliere thy people be. 

4 Should swift death this night overtake us, 
And our couch become our tomb, 

May the morn in heaven awake us. 
Clad in bright and deathkss bloom. 

James Edmesfon, 1820. 

He First Loved Me. 7s. 

AVIOUR ! teach me, day by day, 
^ Love's sweet lesson to obey ; 
Sweeter«lesson cannot be, 
Loving Him who first loved me. 

2 With a child-like heart of love, 
At Thy bidding may I move ; 
Prompt to serve and follow Thee, 
Loving Him who first loved me. 

3 Teach me all thy steps to trace. 
Strong to follow in Thy grace ; 
Leamini>; how to love fri;m Thee, 
Loving Hini who first loved me. 

4 Love in loving finds employ — 
In objdience all her joy ; 
Ever new that joy will be. 
Loving Him who first loved me. 
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5 Thus may I rejoice to show 
That I feel the love I owe ; 
Singing, till Thy face I see, 
Of His love who first loved me. . 

Anon. 

256. Litany to Jesus 7s. 

^AVIOUR, when in dust to Thee 
Low we bow th' adoring knee ; 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our streaming eyes; 
Oh, by all Thy pains and woe 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from thy throne on Mgh, 
Hear our solemn litany I 

2 By Thy birth and early years. 
By Thy human grief and fears, 
By Thy fasting and distress 
In the lonely wilderness ; 
By Thy victory in the hour 
Of the subtle tempter's power, 
Jesus, look with pitying eye; 
Hear our solemn litany ! 

3 By Thine hour of dark despair, 
By Thine agony of prayer ; 
By the purple robe of scorn. 
By Thy woimds, Thy crown of thorn ; 
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By Thy cross, Thy pangs and cries, 
By Thy perfect sacrifice : 
Jesus, look with pitying eye, 
Hear our solemn litany ! 

4 By Thy deep expiring groan, 

By the sealed sepulchral stone ; 

By Thy triumph o'er the grave ; 

By Thy power from death to save ; 

Mighty God, ascended Lord, 

To Thy throne in heaven restored, 

Prince and Saviour, hear our cry, 

Hear our solemn litany ! 

Robert Grant, 1815. 

257. Will you Meet Us? 6s& 7s. 

(Songs of Devotion, 171.) 

^AY, brothers, will you meet us. 
Say, brothers, will you meet us, 
Say, brothers, will you meet us. 
On Canaan's happy shore ? 

2 By the grace of God we'll meet you, 
By tlie grace of God we'll meet you, 
By the grace of God well meet you, 

Where parting is no more. 

3 Jesus lives and reigns forever, 
Jesus lives and reigns forever, 
Jesus lives and reigns forever, 

On Canaan's happy shore. 
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4 Glory, glory, liallelnjah, 
Glory, gloi'y, liaileliijah, 
Glory, glory, ballelnjah, 
Forever, evermore. Anon. 

25§. StriDing of the Spirit L. M. 

^AY, sinner, hath a voice within 
Oft whispered to thy secret soul, 
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin, 
And yield thy heart to God's control ? 

2 Sinner, it was a heavenly voice. 
It was the Spirit's gracious call ; 

It bade thee make the better choice. 
And haste to seek in Christ thine all. 

3 Spurn not the call of life and light ; 
Regard in time the warning kind ; 

That call thou may'st not always slight, 
And yet the gate of mercy find. 

4 Sinner, perhaps this very day 
Thy last accepted time may be ; 

O ! should'st thou grieve him now away, 
Then hope may never beam on thee. 

Mrs. Ann B. Hyde, 1825. 

259. Christ Receimnrj Children. c. m, 

^^EE Israel's gentle Sliepherd stand 
^^ With all engaging charms ; 
Hark I how He calls the tender lambs, 
And folds them in His Arms. 
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2 " Permit tbem to approach," He cries, 
" >Tor scorn their humble came : 

For 'twas to bless such souls as these 
The Lord oFaugjels came." 

3 He'll lead us to the heavenly streams, 
Where living waters flow; 

And guide us to the fruitful fields, 
Where trees of knowledge grow. 

4 The feeblest lamb amid the flock 
Shall be its Shepherd's care; 

While folded in the Saviour's arms, 
We're safe from every snare. 

PfliLip Doddridge, 1740. 



260* Beautiful Ehcr, p. M. 

(Bright Jewels, 110.) 

^HALL we gather at the river, 

Where bright angel feet have trod : 
With its crystal tide forever 
Flowing by the throne of God ? 

Chorus. 

Yes, we'll gather at the river, 
The beautiful, (he beautiful river — 
Gather with the saints at the river 
That flows from the throne of God. 
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2 On the margin of the river, 
Washing up its silver spray, 

We will walk and worahip ever, 
All the happy golden day. — Chorus. 

3 Ere we reach the shining river, 
Lay we every burden down ; 

Grace our spirits will deliver, 
And provide a robe and crown. — Chorus, 

4 At the smiling of the river, 
Mirror of the Saviour's face. 

Saints whom death will never sever, 
Lift their songs of saving grace. — Chorus. 

5 Soon we'll reach the silver river. 
Soon our pilgrimage will cease ; 

Soon our happy hearts will quiver 

With the melody of peace. — Cho. Anon. 

261, Shall We Meet Beyond the Rwer, p. m. 

(Clariona, 72.) 

^HALL we meet beyond the river, 
Where the surges cease to roll ; 
Where in all the bright forever. 
Sorrow ne'er shall press the soul ? 

Chorus. 
Shall we meet, shall we meet. 
Shall we meet, shall we meet, 
Shall we meet beyond the river. 
Where the surges cease to roll ? 
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2 Shall we meet in that blest harbor 
"When our stormy voyage is o'er ? 

Shall we meet and cast the anchor 
By the fair celestial shore ? — Chorus, 

3 Where the music of the ransomed 
Rolls in harmony around, 

And creation swells the chorus 
With its sweet melodious sound ? — Chorus, 

4 Shall we meet with many a loved one, 
Torn on earth from our embrace ? 

Shall we listen to their voices, 

And behold them face to face? — Chorus, 

5 Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour 
When He comes to claim His own ? 

Shall we hear Him bid us welcome, 
And sit down upon His throne? — Chorus, 

Hastings. 

262. MaTce Clear my Conscience, L. M. 

^HOW pity. Lord, O Lord, forgive : 
Let a repenting rebel live ; 
Are not Thy mercies large and free ? 
May not a sinner trust in Thee ? 

2 O, wash my soul from every sin. 
And make my guilty conscience clean ! 
Here on my heart the burden lies, 
And past offences pain my eyes. 
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3 My lips with shame my sins confess, 
AgaiiisI: Thy law, against Thy grace; 
Lord, should Thy judgment grow eevere, 
I am condemned, but Thou aii: clear. 

4 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord, 

Whose hope, still hovering round Thy word, 

Would light on some sweet promise there, 

Some sure support against despair. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

263. Holy Memories, 8s & 7s. 

(^I^ILENTLY the shades of evening 
(^§ Gather round my lowly door ; 
Silently they bring before me 
Faces I shall see no more. 

2 Oh tlie lost, the unforgotten, 
Though the world be oft forgot; 

Oh the shrouded and the lonelv, 
In our hearts they perish not. 

3 Living in the silent hours, 
Where our spirits only blend, 

They, unlinked with earthly trouble. 
We still hoping for its end. 

4 How such holy mem'rics cluster. 
Like the stars when storms arc past ; 

Pointing u}^ to that far heaven 

We may hope to gain at last. 

C. C. Cox. 
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264. Panoply of God. s. M. 

^OLDIERS of Clirist, arise, 
^^ And put your armor on ; 
Strong in the strength whicli God supi^lies 
Through His eternal Son. 

2 Strong in tlie Lord of Hosts, 
And in His mighty power, 

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than conqueror. 

3 Stand then in His great might. 
With all His strength endued ; 

And take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God. 

4 That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts past, 

Ye may overcome through Clirist alone, 
And stand complete at last. 

Charles Wesley, 1749. 



265. Holiness and Grace, l. m. 

(^^O let our lips and lives express 
^^ The holy Gospel we profess; 
So let our works and virtues shine, 
To prove the doctrine all divine. 
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2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad 
The honors of our Saviour God ; 
Wlieu the salvation reigns within, 
And grace subdues the power of sin. 

3 Our flesh and sense must be denied, 
Passion and envy, lust and pride : 
While justice, temp'rance, truth, and love, 
Our inward piety approve, 

4 Religion bears our spirits up, 
Wliile we expect that blessed hope : 
The bright appearance of the Lord, 
And faith stands leaning on His word. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 

266. Water ^ Br ightWater. p.m. 

^OME love to drink from the foamy brink, 
Where the wine drops' dance they see ; 
But the water blight, in its silver light. 

And a crystal cup for me. 
water, bright water I pure, precious, free ; 

Yes, His water bright, in its silver light, 
And a crystal cup for me. 

2 0a goodly thing is the cooling spring, 

'Mong the rocks where the moss doth grow ; 
There's health in the tide, and there's music 
beside, 
In the brooklet's bounding flow. 
O water, &c. 
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3 As pure as Heaven is the water given ; 
'Tis forever fresh and new ; 

Distilled in the sky, it comes from on high, 
In the shower and the gentle dew. 
O water, &c. 

4 Let them say 'tis weak, yet its strength I'll 

seek. 
For the worn rock owns its sway ; 
And we're borne swift along by its wings so 
strong. 

When it rises to fly away. 

O water, &c. Anon. 

aer. The Manifestation of Christ. 7s. 

O^ of God ! to Thee I cry ; 
By the holy mystery 
Of Thy dwelling here on earth, 
By Thy pure and holy birth, — 
Lord ! Thy presence let me see ; 
Majiifest Thyself to me I 

2 Lamb of God ! to Thee I cry ; 
By Thy bitter agony. 
By Thy pangs, to us unknown. 
By Thy spirit's parting groan. 
Lord ! Thy presence let me see ; 
Manifest Thyself in me 1 
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3 Prince of life ! to Thee I cry ; 
By Thy gloiious majesty, 

By Thy tiiamph o'er the grave, 
Meek to sufter, strong to save, 
Lord ! TJiy i^resence let me see ; 
Manifest Thyself to me ! 

4 Lord of glory, God Most High, 
Man exalted to the sky ! 

With Thy love my bosom fill ; 
Prompt me to perform Thy will ; 
Then Thy glory I shall see. 
Thou wilt bring me home to Thee. 

Richard Mant. 183L 

26S. Sowing and Reaping, 8. M. 

^^OW in the morn thy seed, 
g^ At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broad-cast it round the land. 

2 Then duly shall appear, 

In verdure, beauty, strength. 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 

And the full corn at length. 

8 ThoLi canst not toil in vain: 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain 
For garners in the sky. 
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4 Thence when the glorious end, 

The day of God is come, 
The angel reapers shall descend, 

And heaven sing " Harvest home ! " 

James Montoomebt, 1825. 

i69* Stand up for Jesus. 7s & 68. 

(Trio, 104.) 

^TAND up, stand up for Jesus ! 
Ye soldiers of the cross, 
Lift high His royal banner. 

It must not suffer loss. 
From victory unto victory 

His army shall be led, 
Till every foe is vanquished. 
And Christ is Lord indeed. 

2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus ' 

Stand in His strength alone ; 
The arm of flesh will fail yon, 

Ye dare not trust your own. 
Put on the gospel armor, 

And watching unto prayer, 
Where duty calls or danger. 

Be never wanting there. 

8 Stand up, stand up for Jesus I 
The strife will not be long ; 

This day the noise of battle. 
The next the victor's song. 
17 



\ 
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To him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall be ; 
He with the King of glory 

Shall reign eternally. 

Gbobob Duffikld, 1858. 



270. Star of Peace. p. m. 

(^^TAR of peace ! to wanderers weary, 
^^ Bright the beams that smile on me ; 
Cheer the pilot's vision dreary, 
Far, far at sea. 

2 Star of hope ! gleam on the billow ; 
Bless the soul that sighs for Thee ; 

Bless the sailor's lonely pillow, 
Far, far at sea. 

3 Star of faith 1 when winds are mocking 
All his toil, he flies to Thee ; 

Save him on the billow's rocking. 
Far, far at sea. 

4 Star divine ! oh safely guide him ; 
Bring the wanderer home to Thee; 

Sore temptations long have tried him, 
Far, far at sea. 

Anom. 
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15171. Christmas. p. m. 

(Songs of Salvation, p. 132.) 

^TARS all bright are beaming 
From the skies above, 
Nature's face all gleaming, 
Shines with heaven's own love. 

Chobus. 
Wake, and sing, good Christians, 
On tliis Birth-day mom. 
Heaven and earth are telling, 
Christ for man is born. 

2 Here for us abiding. 
Cradled in a stall. 

All His glory hiding, 

See the Lord of all 1 — Ghoi*us, 

3 Born that He might lead us 
From this desert home, — 

Guide our way, and feed us 
Till the end shall come ! — Choms. 

4 Thousand, thousand blessings 
Sing we for His love. 

Choral hymns addressing 
To our Lord above. — Choi'us, 

5 Glory in the highest, 
For this wondrous birth ; 

Choir of heaven ! thou criest 

Peace to all the earth I — Ghoriis. 

Anox. 



\ 
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2T2. Winter. c. M. 

j^TERN winter throws his icy chains, 
Encircling nature round ; 
How bleak, how comfortless the plains, 
Late with gay verdure crowned ! 

2 The sun withholds his vital beams, 
And light and warmth depart ; 

And drooping, lifeless nature seems 
An emblem of my heart. . 

3 Return, O blissful sun I and bring 
Thy soul-reviving ray ; 

This mental winter shall be spring, 
This darkness cheerful day. 

4 O happy state, divine abode, 
Where spring eternal reigns ; 

And perfect day, the smile of God, 

Fills all the heavenly plains ! 

AiTNB Steele, 1760. 

273. Etening Hymn, l. m. 

^UN of my soul. Thou Saviour dear. 
It is not night if Thou be near : 
Oh may no earth-bom cloud arise 
To hide Thee from thy servant's eyes ! 

2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently sleep, 
Be my last thought — ^how sweet to rest 
Forever on my Saviour's breast ! 
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3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die I 

4 If some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spurned to-day the voice divine, 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 
Let him no more lie down in sin I 

6 Watch by the sick, enrich the poor, 
With blessings from Thy boundless store ; 
Be every mourner's sleep to-night, 
Like infant-slumbers, pure and light ! 

6 Come near and bless us when we wake. 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till, in the ocean of Thy love, 
"We lose ourselves in Heaven above I 

John Eeblb, 1837. 



374, Stjoeet Hour of Prayer. l. m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 97.) 

^WEET hour of prayer, sweet hour of 
prayer. 

That calls me from a world of care. 
And bids me at mv Father's throne 
Make«all my wants and wishes known : 
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In seasons of distress and grief 
My soul has often found relief, 
And oft escaped the tempter's snare, 
By thy return, sweet Lour of prayer. 

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
Thy wings shall my petition bear 

To Him whose truth and faithfulness 
Engage the waiting soul to bless: 
And since He bids me seek His face. 
Believe His word, and trust His grace, 
I'll cast on Him my every care, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer. 

3 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
May I thy consolations share, 

Till from Mount Pisgah's lofty height 
I view my home and take my flight : 
This robe of flesh Til drop, and rise 
To seize the everlasting prize, 
And shout, while passing through the air. 
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer. 

Walfobd, 1849. 

275. For the Lord?% Bay, l. M. 

(Trio, 7.) 

^WEET is the work, my God, my King, 
To praise Thy name, give thanks and sing 
To show Thy love by morning light, 
And talk of all Thy tnith at night. 
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest ; 

No mortal cares shall seize my breast ; . 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David^s harp of solemn sound ! 

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless His works, and bless His word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine I 
How deep Thy counsels, how divine I 

4 Sure I shall share a glorious part. 
When grace hath well refined my heart. 
And fresh supplies of joy are shed. 
Like holy oil to cheer my head. 

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know, 
All I desired or wished below ; 

And every power find sweet employ 

In that eternal world of joy. 

Isaac Watts, 1719 

are. Tune, ''Land of BesV c. m. 

^WEET land of rest, for thee I sigh ; 
When will the moment come 
When I shall lay my armor by. 
And dwell with Christ at home. 

2 No tranquil joys on earth I know ; 

No peaceful, sheltering dome ; 
This world's a wilderness of woe — 

This world is not my home. 
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3 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest, 
He bade me cease to roam ; 

And fly for succor to His breast, 
And He'd conduct me home. 

4 Weary of wandering round and round 
This vale of sin and gloom, 

I long to leave th' unhallowed ground, 
And dwell with Christ at home. 

G. M , 1829 

277. Love to the Sunday School. c. v^ 

WEET Sabbath school I dear place to me ! 
Where'er through life I roam, 
My heart will often turn to thee, 
My childhood's Sabbath home. 

2 Sweet is the place where we have shed 
The penitential tear ; 

Where youthful steps are taught to tread 
In paths of peace and prayer. 

3 Here songs of love and joyful praise 
Arise, O Lord, to Thee ; 

Accept the tribute of our lays, 
The heart's sweet melody. 

4 When all our wanderings here shall cease, 
And cares of life shall end. 

In God's eternal Sabbath place 
May we our anthems blend. 
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278. ''Before the Cross:' 8s&78. 

^^WEET tlie moments, rich in blessing, 
^^ Which before the croaa I spend ; 
Life, and health, and peace possessing. 
From the sinner's dying Friend. 

2 Truly blessed is this station, 
Low before His cross to lie ; 

While I see divine compassion 
Beaming in His gracious eye. 

3 Here it is I find my heaven. 
While upon the Lamb I gaze ; 

Love I much ? I've much forgiven ; 
I'm a miracle of grace. 

4 Love and grief my heart dividing, 
With my tearis His feet I'll bathe ; 

Constant still, in faith abiding. 
Life deriving from His death. 

James Allen, 1757. 

279. The Heart Given to God, 8s & 7s. 

\AKE my heart, O Father, take it : 
Make and keep it all Thine own : 
Let Thy Spirit melt and break it ; 
Turn to fiesh this heart of stone. 
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2 Heavenly Father, deign to mould it 
In obedience to Thy will, 

And, as passing years unfold it, 
Keep it meek and childlike still. 

3 May the blood of Jesus heal it. 
And my sins be all forgiven : 

Holy Spirit, take and seal it, 

Guide me in the path to heaven. 

Rat Palmbb, 1860. 

a§0. The Final Struggle, Ss a 78. 

JARRY with me, O my Saviour, 
For the day is passing by : 
See I the shades of evening gather, 
And the night is drawing nigh. 

2 Deeper, deeper grow the shadows ; 
Paler now the glowing west ; 

Swift the niofht of death advances, — 
Shall it be the night of rest ! 

3 Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying, 
Lord, I cast myself on Thee 1 

Tarry with me through the darkness; 
While I sleep still watch by me. 

4 Tarry with me, O my Saviour ! 
Lay my head upon Thy breast 

Till the morning ; then awake me — 

Morning of eternal rest. 

Plymouth Coll., 1856. 
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3§i. ^^Tell me the old^ old story, ''^ p. m. 

(Pure Gold, 106.) 

[ELL me the old, old story 
Of unseen things above, 
Of Jesus and His glory, 
Of Jesus and His love. 
Tell me the story simply, 

As to a little child. 
For I am weak and vreary, 
And helpless and defiled. 

Chorus. 

Tell me the old, old story, 
Tell me the old, old story, 
Tell me the old, old story. 
Of Jesus and His love. 

2 Tell me the story slowly 
That I may take it in — 

That wonderful redemption, 

God's remedy for sin. 
Tell me the story often, 

For I forget so soon ! 
The " early dew " of morning 

Has passed away at noon. — Chorus, 

3 Tell me the story softly. 
With earnest tones, and grave ; 

Remember I Pm the sinner 
Whom Jesus came to save. 
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Tell me that story always, 

If you would really be, 
In any time of trouble, 

A comforter to me. — Chorus, 

4 Tell me the same old story, 

When you have cause to fear 
That this world's empty glory 

Is costing me too dear. 
Yes, and when that world's glory 
Is dawning on my soul, 

Tell me the old, old stoiy : 
" Christ Jesus makes thee whole." — Cho. 

Eatb Hahket. 

2§2. Jesus the Joy of All, cm. 

*HE head that once was crowned 
with thorns 
Is crowned with glory now ; 
A royal diadem adorns 
The mighty Victor's brow. 

2 The highest place that heaven affords 
Is His — is His by nght ; 

The King of kings, and Lord of lords. 
And heaven's eternal light. 

3 The joy of all who dwejl above. 
The joy of all below, 

To whom He manifests His Jove, 
And grants His name to know. 




^ 



FAMILIAR HYMNS. 2t)9 

4 To them the cross with all its shame, 
With all its grace, is given ; 

Their name — an everlastiog name — 
Their joy — ^the joy of heaven. 

5 They suffer with their Lord below, 
They reign with Him above ; 

Their profit and their joy — to know ; 
The mystery of His love. 

6 The cross he bore is life and health, — 
Though shame and death to Him ! 

His people's hope. His people's wealth, 
Their everlasting theme. 

Thomas Kelly, 1820. 

2§3. Olory of Creation, l. m 

HE heavens declare Thy glory. Lord, 
In every star Thy wisdom shines ; 
But, when our eyes behold Thy word. 
We read Thy name in fairer lines. 

2 The rolling sun, the changing light. 
And nights and days Thy power confess ; 

But the blest volume Thou hast writ 
Reveals Thy justice and Thy grace. 

8 Sun, moon, and stars, convey Thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never stand ; 

So when Thy truth began its race, 
It touched and glanced on every land. 





% 
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4 Nor shall Thy spreading gospel rest, 
Till through the worldJThy truth hath run ; 

Till Christ hath all the nations blest 
That see the light or feel the sun. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

2§4. Evening Prayer-meeting, e. m. 

*HE Lord be with us now, 
As here again we meet. 
Assembling at the close of day 
Around His mercy-seat. 

2 In Jesus' name we come. 
To offer up our prayer, 

And bowing low before the throne, 
We crave acceptance there. 

3 Let worldly cares be gone; 
Bestow a heavenly mind ; 

May every heart and every tongue 
In sweet accord be joined. 

4 If any meet us here 
Who ne'er Thy love have known,' 

Draw them, O Jesus, unto Thee, 
And seal them for Thine own. 

5 Enfold us with Thy love, 
Thy special grace impart. 

And let the perfect peace of God 
Abide in every heart. H , 1873 
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2§5« Ood Appearing in Majeity, o. m. 

JHE Lord descended from above, 
And bowed the heavens most high ; 
And underneath His feet he cast 
The darkness of the skv. 

2 On cherub and on cherubim 
Full royally he rode, 

And on the wings of mighty winds 
Came flying all abroad. 

3 He sat serene upon the floods, 
Their fury to restrain ; 

And He, as sovereign Lord and King, 
For evermore shall reign. 

4 Give glory to His awful name, 
And honor Him alone; 

Give worship to His Majesty, 
Upon His holy throne. 

Thomas Sternhold, 1549. 

2§6. The Majesty of God, h. m. 

'HE Lord Jehovah reigns ; 
His throne is built on high ; 
The garments He assumes 

Are liglit and majesty: 
His glories shine with beams so bright. 
No mortal eye can bear the sight. 
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2 The thunders of His hand 
Keep the wide world in awe ; 

His wrath and justice stand 

To guard His holy law : 
And where His love resolves to bless, 
His truth confirms and seals the grace. 

3 Through all His ancient works 
Surprising wisdom shines ; 

Oonfouuds the powers of hell, 

And breaks their cursed designs : 
Strong is His arm — and shall fulfill 
His great decrees — His sovereign will. 

4 And can this mighty King 
Of glory condescend — 

And will He write His name, — 

My " Father " and my •* Friend ? '' 
I love His name, — I love His word : 
Join, all my powere I and praise the Lord. 

ISA.A.0 Watts, 1709. 

ftH7, God's Guardian Care l.m. 6 lines. 

'HE Lord my pasture shall prepare 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye. 
My noonday walks He will attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 




i 
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2 Wiieii ill the sultry glebe I fiiini, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary, wandering steps He leads, 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

3 Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious, lonely wilds, I stray. 
Thy presence shall my pain beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 

With sudden greens and herbage crowu'd, 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

4 Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord I art with me still. 
Thy friendly rod shall give me aid, . 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

JosBPH Addison, 1712. 



288, *' The Lord is my Shepherd.^- s. m. 

*HE Lord my Shepherd is ; 
I shall be well supplied : 
Since He is mine and I am His, 
What can I want beside ? 
18 
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2 He leads me to the place 
Where heavenly pasture grows, 

Where living waters gently pass, 
And full salvation flows. 

3 If e'er I go astray, 

He doth my soul reclaim, 
And guides me in His own right way, 
For His most holy name. 

4 While He aflPords His aid, 
I cannot yield to fear ; 

Though I should walk through death's dark 
shade, 
My Shepherd's with me there. 

6 In spite of all my foes. 

Thou dost my tahle spread ; 
My cup with blessings overflows, 

And joy exalts my head. 

6 The bounties of Thy love 
Shall crown my following days ; 

Nor from Thy house will I remove, 
Nor cease to speak Thy praise. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

2§9. Qod^B Power, . o. m. 

HE Lord our God is full of might. 
The winds obey his will : 
He speaks, and in His heavenly height 
The rolling sun stands still. 
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2 Rebel, ye waves I and o'er the land 
With, threatening aspect roar ; 

The Lord uplifts His awful hand, 
And chains you to the shore. 

3 Howl, winds of night! your force combine ; 
Without His high behest, 

Ye shall not in the mountain pine 
Disturb the sparrow's nest. 

4 His voice snblime is heard afar. 
In distant peals it dies ; 

He yokes the whirlwinds to His car, 
And sweeps the howling skies. 

6 Ye nations, bend — in reverence bend ; 

Ye monarchs, wait His nod ; 
And bid the choral song ascend 

To celebrate our God ! 

Henry K. Wbite, 18(KJ. 

290. Sitccess of the Gospel. 7s a 68. 

(Trio, 104.) 

!EIE morning light is breaking. 
The darkness disappears; 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears : 
Each breeze that sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar 
Of nations in commotion, 
Prepared for Zion's war. 
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2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us 

In many a gentle shower, 
And brighter scenes before us 

Are opening every hour ; 
Each cry to heaven going 

Abundant answer brings, 
And heavenly gales are blowing 

With peace upon their wings. 



3 See heathen nations bending 

Before the God we love. 
And thousand hearts ascending 

In gratitude and love ; 
While sinners now confessing, 

The gospel call obey. 
And seek the Saviour's blessing, — 

A nation in a day. 



4 Blest river of salvation, 

Pursue thine onward way ; 
Flow thou to every nation. 

Nor in thy richness stay, — 
Stay not, till all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home ; 
Stay not, till all the holy 

Proclaim, ** The Lord is come." 

Rev. Samuel F Smith, 1843. 
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291. Angela Songs. 7s & 6s, Double. 

(Trio, 104.) 

JHE morning stars were singing. 
With joy, when time began ; 
And heavenly peals were ringing, 

.When God created man : 
The universe was swelling 
With juldlant delight; 
While all to all were telling 
Jehovah's power and might. 

2 A higher song of glory 
Was sung in after- time, — 

And shepherds heard the story, 
Rehearsed in sounds sublime, — 

Of Jesus in a manger, 
God's well-beloved Son, 

Who came, to save from danger, 
A race by sin undone. 

3 A multitude of voices 
Have learn'd this holy song ; 

And earth with heaven rejoices 

To roll the sound along. 
With saints and angels o'er us, 

Who sing by us unheard, 

We join the gladsome chorus. 

And echo every word. 

Anon. 
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392. The Shining Way, p. ic. 

[HE pearly gates are open wide, 
I see the bright array ; 
On either side the angels glide, 

To keep the shining way. 
And little cliildren learn to find 

The way by angels trod, 
Where Christ's redeemed in union walk 
The shining way of God. 

Chorus. 

The pearly gates are open wide, 

I see the bright array ; 
On either side the angels glide, 

To keep the shining way. 

2 When storms aiise, and darkness clouds 
The faithful pilgrims' way, 

On either side the angels glide. 

To keep the shining way ; 
And brighter gleams the morning light 

Behind the gentle rod, 
For Christ's redeemed more clearly see 

The shining way of God. — Chorus, 

3 And soon they walk the golden streets. 
Not slighted and alone ; 

On either side the angels glide, 
To lead them to thu tinone : 
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And there they'll wear a starry crown, 

Who once did tire and plod, 

For Christ's redeemed as kings shall tread 

The shining way of God. — Chorus. 

Anon. 

393. Angels Hovering Round. p. m. 

JHERE are angels hov'ring round, 
There are angels hov'ring round, 
There are angels hov'ring round. 

2 II : To carry the tidings home : || 

3 II : To the new Jerusalem : || 

4 II : Poor sinners are coming home : | 

5 I : And Jesus bids them come : || 

6 I : There's glory all around : || 

Anon. 

394. Christy the Living Fountain. c. M. 




^I^HERE is a fountain fiUVl with blood, 
(j^^ Drawn from Immanuel's veins; 
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there may I, though vile as lie, 

Wash all my sins awny. 
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8 Thou dying Lamb! Thy precious l>lood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransom'd Church of God 

Are saved, to sin no more. 

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 

And shall be, till I die. 

6 When this poor lisping, stamm'ring tongue, 

Lies silent in the grave, 
Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

ni sing Thy power to save. 

William Cowper, 1779. 

295. The Happy Land, f.h. 

(Trio, 85.) 

^H£RE is a happy land, 
Far, far away, 
Where saints in glory stand, 

Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing, 
'' Worthy is our Saviour King;'* 
Loud let His praises ring. 
Praise, praise for aye. 

2 Come to that happy land. 

Come, come away. 
Why will ye doubting stand, 

Why still delay ? 
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Ob, we shall bappy be 
When from sin and sorrow free, 
Lord, we shall dwell with Thee, 
Blest, blest for aye. 

3 Blight, in that happy land, 

Beams every eye : 
Kept by a Father's hand, 

Love cannot die. 

Oh, then to glory run, 

Be a crown and kingtlora won ; 

And bright, above the bun, 

We'll reign for aye. 

Anon. 

296. The Land of Endless Bliss. c. m. 

JHERE is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints immortal reign ; 
Eternal day excludes the night. 
And pleasures banish pain. 

2 There everlasting spring abides, 

And never-fading flowere; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

This heavenly land from ours. 

8 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood, 

Stand dressed in living green; 
8o to the Jews old Canaan stood. 

While Jordan rolled between. 
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4 But timorous mortals start and shrink. 

To cross the narrow sea ; 
And linger, trembling, on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er, 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood, 

Should fright us from the shore. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

297. The Name of Jesus, 

(Royal Diadem, 74.) 

^HERE is a Name of sweeter sound 
Than e'er in earth or heaven is found, 
That spreads the l)alm of peace around — 

The blessed Name is Jesus ; 
There is a Friend whose eye surveys 
Our varied wants, our clouded ways. 
Who crowns with mercy all our days — 
That faithful Friend is Jesus. 

2 In time of sickness, en re, and woe, 
There is a Voice tliat whispers low, 
That bids our tears forget to flow — 

It is the Voice of Jesus ; 
Tliere is a Love whose truth shall last 
Unchang'd when time itself is past, 
Where not a shade of fear is cast — 

The precious Love of Jesus. 
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3 There is a Hope serenely bright, 
That comes to earth with pinions white. 
And makes the darkest moment light — 

The Hope of rest with Jesus ; 
There is a Home of endless spring, 
Where saints and angels ever sing ; 
And thither now we spread our wing- 
It is the Home of Jesus. 

FA.KNr J. Cbosby, 1873. 



39§. Heaven Anticipated, c. M. 

JHERE is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a joy .for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast — 
'Tis found alone — in heaven. 

2 There is a home for weary souls, 
By sin and sorrow driven ; 

"When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise and ocean rolls. 
And all is drear — but heaven. 

3 There, Faith lifts up her cheerful eye, 
To brighter prospects given — 

And yiews the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene — in heaven. 
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4 There fhigrant flowers, immortal, bloom, 

And joys supreme are giren : 
There rays divine disperse the gloom — 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of hearen. 

WiLUAM B. Tafpah, 1829. 



3M. The Two Ways. cm. 

^HERE is a pat^ that leads to God ; 
All others go astray ; 
Narrow, but pleasant, is the road, 
And Christians love the way. 

2 It leads straight through tliis world of sin, 
And dangers must l)o past; 

But those who boldly walk therein 
Will come to heaven at last. 

3 While the broad road, where thousands go, 
Lies near, and opens fair, 

And many turn aside, I know, 
To walk with sinners there. 

4 But, lest my feeble steps should slide. 
Or wander from thy way, 

Lord, condescend to be my guide. 

And I shall never stray. 

Anon. 
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300. Love at Home. p.m. 

(Ch. Songs, 120.) 

IHERE is beauty all around 
When there's love at home; 
There is joy in every sound 

When there's love at home. 
Peace and plenty here abide, 
Smilinp: sweet on every side, 
Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 

When there's love at home. 

Love at home, love at home; 
Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 

When there's love at home. 

2 In the cottage there is joy 
When there's love at home ; 

Hate and envy ne'er annoy 

When there's love at home. 
Roses blossom 'ueath our feet, 
All the earth's a garden sweet, 
Making life a bliss complete. 

When there's love at home. 

Love at home, love at home : 
Making life a bliss complete 

When there's love at home. 

3 Kindly heaven smiles above 
When there's love at home ; 
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CnoKus. 

We love to sing of Christ our King, 
And hail Him blessed Jesns ; 

For there's no word ear ever heard 
So dear, so sweet as Jesus. 

2 His human name they did proclaim 
When Abraham's son they sealM Him, 

The name that still, by God's good will, 
" Deliverer" revealed Him. — GJvarus. 

3 And when He hung upon the tree 
They wrote this name above Him, 

That all might see the reason we 
For evermore must love Him. — Chorus, 

4 So now upon His Father's throne, 
Almighty to release us 

From sin and pain, He gladly reigns, 
The Prince and Saviour, Jesus. — Chorui. 

Ahov. 



302. The Bliss of Heaven, b. m. 

^jJ^HERE is no night in heaven ; 
<jg||^ In that blest world above, 
Work never can bring weariness. 
For work itself is love. 
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2 There is no grief in heaven ; 
For life is one glad day, 

And tears are of those former things 
Which all have passed away. 

3 Tliere is no sin in heaven ; 
Behold that blessed throng ! 

All holy is their spotless robe, 
All holy is their song. 

4 There is no death in heaven ; 
But, when the Christian dies, 

Tlie Angels wait his parting soul. 
And waft it to the skies ! 

Anon., 1860. 

303. The Ohry of Ood in His Works, l. m. 

!HE spacious firmament on high. 
With all the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim. 

2 Th' unwearied sun, from day to day. 
Does his Creator's power display ; 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

3 Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondVous tale ; 
And nightly, to the listening earth, 
Repeats the story of her birth ; — 
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4 While all the stars that rouud her burn, 
Aud all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

• 

5 What though in solemn silence all 
Move round tlie dark terrestrial ball, — 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found,— 

6 In reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
Forever singing as they shine, — 

" The hand that made us is divine." 

JosEPa Addison, 1728. 

304. 8. M. 

The Voice of the Spirit and the Bride. 

'HE Spirit, in our hearts, 

Is whisp'ring, " Sinner, come ; " 
The Bride, the Church of Christ, proclaims 
To all His children, ** Come ! " , 

2 Let him that heareth say 
To all about him, " Come ; " 

Let him that thirsts for righteousuess 
To Christ, the fountain, come ! 

3 Yes, whosoever will. 
Oh, let him freely come. 

And freely drink the stream of life; 
Tis Jesus bids him come. 

19 
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4 And welcome then the Sunday-school ; 

We'll read and sing and pray, 
And learn by heart the golden rule, 

And never from it stray. — Chorus. Akon. 

306. The Voice of Free Grace, 12s. 

(Tune, Scotland.) 

JHE voice of free grace 

Cries, Escape to the mountain ; 
For Adam's lost race 

Christ hatli opened a fountain; 
For sin and uncleanness 

And every transgression, 
His blood flows most freely 
• In streams of salvation. 

Hallelujah to the Lamb 

Who hath bought us our pardon ; 
We'll praise Him again 

When we pass over Jordan. 

2 Ye souls that are wounded, 

To Jesus repair ; 
He calls you in mercy, 

And can you forbear? 
Though your sins be as scarlet, 

Still flee to the mountain, 
That blood can remove them 

Which streams from this fountain. 
Hallelujah, etc. 
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3 O Jesus I ride onward, 
Triumphantly glorious; 

O^er sin, death, and hell 

Thou art more than victorious ; 

Thy name is the theme 
Of the great congregation, 

While angels and saints 
Raise the shout of salvation. 

Hallelujah, etc. 

4 With joy shall we stand 
When escaped to that shore; 

With our harps in our hand 
We will praise Him the more. 

We'll range tlie sweet fields 
On the banks of the river, 

And sing of salvation 
Forever and ever. 

Hallelujah, etc. 

RICHA.BD BUBDSALL, 1806. 

307. The Heavenly Sabbath, u m. 

HINE earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love 
But there's a nobler rest above : 
To that our longing souls aspire. 
With cheerful hope and strong desire. 

2 No more fatigue, no more distress. 
Nor sin, noi death, shall reach the place ; 
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No groans shall mingle with the songs 
That warble from immortal tongues. 

3 No rude alarms of raging foes, 
No cares to break the long repose, 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun, 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 

4 Soon shall that glorious day begin, ' 
Beyond this world of death and sin ; 
Soon shall our voices join the song 

Of the triumphant, holy throng. 

Philip DoDDBiDaK, 1737. 

308. Tkine^ Lord^ For&oer! 

(8. of D., 22.) 

JHINE, Lord, forever. 

Purchased by blood divine, 
Rescued and saved by Thee, 
Lord, I am Thine. 

2 Thine, Lord, forever, 
Through storm and tempest wild, 

Trusting confidingly, 
I am Thy child. 

3 Thine, Lord, forever. 
Cheered by Thy precious word 

Through darkness, doubts, and 
Thine, Thine, O Lord. 
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4 Thine, Lord, forever, 
Though death shall lay me low, 

E'en in that dreadful hour, 
Thine, Lord, I know. 

5 Thine, Lord, forever, 
When safe before Thy throne 

I stand, for evermore, 
Thine, Thine, alone. 

WiLLiAic Bei^nett, 1868. 



309. The Eternal Home. 88 & Ts. 

^HIS is not ray place of resting. 
Mine's a city yet to come ; 
Onward to it I am hasting. 
On to my eternal home. 
There is rest for the weary, etc. 

2 In it all is light and glory, 
O'er it shines a nightless day : 

Every trace of sin's sad story. 
All the curse hath passed away. 

3 There the Lamb onr Shepherd leads us 
By the streams of life along ; 

On the freshest pastures feeds us, 
Turns our sighing into song. 
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4 Soon we pass this desert dreary, 

Soou we bid farewell to pain ; 
Never more are sad or weary, 

Never, never sin again. 

HORATIUS BONAB, 1857. 




310. The Lord?s Day. c. m. 

!HIS is the day the Lord hath made. 
He calls the hours His own ; 
Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad. 
And praise surround the throne. 

2 To-day He rose, and left the dead. 
And Satan's empire fell ; 

To-day the saints His triumph spread, 
And all His wonders tell. 

3 Hosanna to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son ; 

Help us, O Lord, — descend, and bring 
Salvation from Thy Throne. 

4 Hosanna in the highest strains 
The Church on earth can raise ; 

The highest heavens in which He reigns 
Shall give Him nobler praise. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 
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311. This Life is a Battle. p.m. 

(Trio, 82.) 

jHIS life is a battle with Satan and sin, 
And we are the soldiers the victory to 

win ; 
And Ohj ist is the Captain of our little band ; 
Whatever opposes, for Him we shall stand. 

Choeus. 

We will stand for the right, 

We will stand for the right, 

We will stand, we will stand for the right. 

2 To God, for our armor, we'll fail not to go ; 
He^ll clothe us with truth and with righteousness 

too ; 

The " Gospel of peace " shall our footsteps attend, 

The good '' shield of faith " from all harm shall 

defend. 

Chorus. 

3 Salvation our helmet, the Bible our sword, 
Though wily our foes, we're "strong in the Lord." 
While watching and praying our armor keeps 

bright ; 
Our Jesus will help us to stand for the right. 

Chorus. 
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4 Though little temptations (the worst ones of all) 

Will often beset us, to make us to fall ; 

We'll " stand up for Jesus," and, when life is o'er 

For us He'll be standing on Jordan's bright shore. 

Chorus, 
Mrs. J. W. Sampson. 

313. 0. M. 

Christy the Way^ Truth, and Life, 

IHOU art the Way : to Thee alone 
From sin and death we flee ; 
And he who would the Father seek 
Must seek Him, Lord, by Thee. 

2 Thou art the Truth : Thy word alone 
True wisdom can impart ; 

Thou only canst inform the mind 
And purify the heart. 

3 Thou art the Life : the rending tomb 
Proclaims Thy conquering arm ; 

And those who put their trust in Thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life ; 
Grant us that Way to know. 

That Truth to keep, that Life to win. 
Whose joys eternal flow. 

Georob W. Doane, 1824. 
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313, Prayer of a Little Child. 7s & 6s. 

JHOU that once, on mother's knee, 
Wert a little one like me, 
When I wake or go to bed, 
Lay Thy hands about my head ; 
Let me feel Thee very near, 
Jesns Christ, our Saviour dear. 

2 Be beside me in the light, 
Close by me through all the night ; 
Make me gentle, kind, and true. 
Do what mother bids me do ; 
Help and cheer me when I fret, 
And forgive when I forget. 

3 Once wert Thou in cradle laid. 
Baby bright, in manger-shade. 
With the oxen and the cows. 
And the lambs outside the house ; 
Now Thou art above the sky ; 
Canst Thou hear Thy children cry ? 

4 Thou art nearer when we pray. 
Since Thou art so far away ; 
Thou my little hymn wilt hear, 
Jesus Christ, our Saviour dear, 
Thou that once on mother's knee, 
Wert a little one like me. 

F. T. PAJ.GKAVE. 
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314, An Evening Hymn, l. m. 

(j^HUS far tlie Lord has led me on, 

Thus far His power prolongs my 
days ; 
And every evening shall make known 
Some fresh memorial of His grace. 

2 Much of my time has run to waste, 
And I perhaps am near my home ; 

But He forgives my follies past. 
He gives me strength for days to come. 

3 I lay my body down to sleep ; 
Peace is the pillow for my head ; 

While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful stations round my bed. 

4 Thus, when the night of death shall come, 
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground. 

And wait Thy voice to rouse my tomb. 
With sweet salvation in the sound. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 



315, Thy Way not Mine. 63. 

(Ch. Songs, 169.) 

HY way, not mine, Lord, 
However dark it be. 
Lead me by Thine own hand. 
Choose out the path for me. 
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2 I dare not choose my lot ; 
I would not if I might ; 

Choose Thou for me, my God ; 
So shall I walk aright. 

3 Take Thou my cup, and it 
^ With joy or sorrow fill, 

As best to Thee may seem ; 
Choose Thou my good and ill. 

4 Choose Thou for me my friends. 
My sickness or my health ; 

Choose Thou my cares for me. 
My poverty or wealth. 

5 Not mine, not mine the choice. 
In things or great or small ; 

Be Thou my guide, my strength, 

My wisdom and my all. 

H. BoNAB, 1857. 

Faith our Guide, l. m. 

[IS by the faith of joys to come, 
We walk through deserts dark as night ; 
Till we arrive at heaven, our home, 
Faith is our guide, and faith our light. 

2 The want of sight she well supplies ; 

Slie makes the pearly gates appear. 
Far into distant worlds she pries. 

And brings eternal glories near. 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. 301 

8 Cheerful we tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a heavenly ray, 

Though lions roar, and tempests blow, 
And rocks and dangers fill the way. 

4 So Abr'am, by divine command. 
Left his own house to walk with God ; 

His faith beheld the promised land, 
And fired his zeal along the road. 

Isaac Watts, 1709. 



17, The Crucifixion, l. m. 



• 




IS finished ! so the Saviour cried. 
And meekly bowed His head and 
died ; 
'Tis finished — ^yes, the race is run. 
The battle fought, the victory won. 



2 'Tis finished — all that Heaven decreed. 
And all the ancient prophets said. 
Is now fulfilled, as was designed, 
In me, the Saviour of mankind. 

8 Tis finished — ^this, my dying groan, 
Shall sins of every kind atone : 
Millions shall be redeemed from death 
By this, my last expiring breath. 
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4 Tis finished — heaven is reconciled, 
And all the powers of darkness spoiled ; 
Peace, love, and happiness again 
Return, and dwell with sinful men. 

Samuel Stennett, 1787 



3t§« Gethsemane, h. m. 

'^i^IS midnight — and on Olive's brow 
^^^ The star is dimmed that lately 

shone ; 
'Tis midnight — in the garden now 
The suffering Saviour prays alone. 

2 'Tis midnight — and, from all removed, 
Immanuel wrestles lone, with fears ; 

E'en the disciple that He loved 
Heeds not His Master's grief and tear?. 

3 'Tis midnight — and for others' guilt 
The Man of sorrows weeps in blood ; 

Yet He that hath in anguish knelt 
Is not forsaken by His God. 

4 'Tis midnight — and from ether plains 
Is borne the song that angels know ; 

Unheard by mortals are the strains 
That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe. 

William B. Tappan, 1829. 
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{I19, The Happy Choice, l. m. 

(Tune, Duane Street.) 

[0-DAY, if ye will hear His voice, 
Now is the time to make your choice. 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go ? 
Say, will you have this Christ, or no ? 

2 Ye wandering souls, who find no rest. 
Say, will you be forever blest? 
Will you be saved from sin and hell ? 
Will you with Christ in glory dwell ? 

8 Come now, dear youth, for ruin bound, 
Obey the Gospels joyful sound ; 
Come, go with us, and you shall prove 
The joy of Christ's redeeming love. 

4 Once more we ask you in His name — 
For yet His love remains the same — 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go ? 
Say, will you have this Christ, or no ? 

6 Leave all your sports and glittering toys ; 
Come, share with us eternal joys ; 
Or must we leave you bound to hell — 
Then, dear young friends, a long farewell. 

Anon., 1808. 
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330. To-day, p. m. 

(Trio, 8.) 

;0-DAY the Saviour calls ! 
Ye wanderers, come I 
O ye benighted souls, 
Why longer roam ? 

2 To-day the Saviour calls I 
Oh hear Him now I 

Within these sacred walls 
To Jesus bow. 

3 To-day the Saviour calls I 
For refuge fly ! 

The storm of justice falls, 
Ruin is nigh. . 

4 The Spirit caUs to-day ! 
Yield to His power ; 

Oh, grieve Him not away I 
This is the hour ! 

Dr. Th. Hastings, 1881. 

321, Safety of the Christian. h. m. 

fP WARD I lift mine eyes ; 
From God is all my aid ; 
The God who built the skies, 
And earth and nature made : 
God is the tower to which I fly ; 
His grace is nigh in every hour. 
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2 My feet shall never slide, 
And fall in fatal snares, 

Since God, my guard and guide, 

Defends me from my fears. 

Those wakeful eyes that never sleep, 

Shall Israel keep when dangers rise. 

3 No burning heats by day, 
Nor blasts of evening air. 

Shall take my health away, 
If God be with me there : 
Thou art my sun, and Thou my shade, 
To guard my head by night or noon^ 

4 Hast Thou not given Thy word^ 
To save my soul from deatli i 

And I can trust my Lord 
To keep my mortal brtiath : 
I'll go and come, nor fea^ to die, 
Till from on high. Thou call mo home. 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

333, Come to the Sunday- School, p. m. 

(Fresh Laurels, 108.) 

OIGES, happy voices. 
In the Sunday-school I heard. 
I liurried along, and I chanced to see 
A youthful band^ and they said to me, 
'* Why will you linger, Why will you stay; 
Turn from your pastime, turn from youf play.*' 

20 
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Chorus. 

" O come to the Suiiday-school ! 

O come to the Sunday-school ! 

We are singing, singing glad songs of praise; 

We are singing, singing glad songs of praise." 

2 II : Voices, happy voices, 

On tlie gentle summer breeze, : || 
How sweetly they come to the wanderer's 

heart. 
And bid the tear of repentance start; 
List to the chorus, what does it say ? 
Turn from your pastime, turn from your play. 

Chorus, 

3 I : Voices, happy voices, 

From the Sunday-school arise, : I 
The erring they lead to the path of right, 
And make the soul of the mourner bright, 
Telling of rapture, telling of rest, 
Pointing to Zion, home of the blest. 

Chorus. 
Fakitt Ceosbt, 1867. 

323. The Glory-beaming Star, 7b, 

I'aTCHMAN, tell us of the uigbt. 
What its signs of promise are. 
Trjiv'ler, o'er yon mountain's height 
See that glory -beaming star. 
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"Vf atchman, does its beauteous ray 
Aught of hope or joj foretell ? 

TravMer, yes, it brings the day — 
Promised day of Israel. 

3 Watchman, tell us of the night ; 

Higher yet that star ascends. 
Trav'ler, blessedness and light, 

Peace and truth, its course portends. 
Watchman, will its beams alone 

GKld the spot that gave them birth ? 
Trav'ler, ages are its own ; 

See, it bursts o'er all the earth. 

8 Watchman, tell us of the night, 

Por the morning seems to dawn. 
Trav'ler, darkness takes its flight ; 

Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman, let thy wand'ring cease ; 

Hie thee to thy quiet home. 
Trav'ler, lo ! tlie Prince of peace, 

Lc I the Son of God is come I 

John Bowring, 1825. 

3tM. Home Beyond the Tide, p. m. 

(Trio, 87.) 

E are out on the ocean sailing; 

Homeward bound, we sweetly glide ; 
We are out on the ocean sailing 
To a home beyond the tide. 
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Chorus. 

All the storms will soon be over, 
Then we'll anchor in the harbor : 
We are out on the ocean sailing 

To a home beyond the tide ; 
We are out on the ocean sailing 

To a home beyond the tide. 

2 Millions now are safely landed 
Over on the golden shore ; 

Millions more are on their journey, 
Yet there's room for millions more. 

Chorus, 

3 You have kindred over yonder, 
On that bright and happy shore ; 

By and by we'll swell the number, 
When the toils of life are o'er. 

Chorun. 

4 Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes 
Gently waft our vessel on ; 

All on board are sweetly singing — 

Free salvation is the song. 

Chorys, 

5 When we all are safely anchored. 
We will shout — our trials o'er — 

We will walk about the city. 

And we'll sing for evermore. — Chm-vs, 

Charl£8 Dumbar. 
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325. A Blessing Sovght. s. m. 

E come to sing Thy praise; 
We meet to offer prayer ; 
We come to learn of wisdom's ways ; 
Blest Saviour ! meet us here I 

2 Thy Spirit, Lord, impart, 
That, while we raise the voice 

In sacred melody, the heart 
In praises may rejoice. 

3 And when the offer'd prayer 
Goes upward to Thy throne, 

May we in each petition share. 
And make each want our own ! 

4 And as Thy holy word 
We study and are taught. 

Let every truth and precept, Lord, 
Be with Tliy blessing fraught. 

Anon. 

326. Jesus Alone can Save. p. m. 

(Bright Jewels, 111.) 

^EEPING will not save me— 
Though my face were bathed in 
tears, 
That could not allay my fears. 
Could not wash the sins of years — 
Weeping will not save me. 
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2 Working will not save me — 
Purest deeds that I can do, 
Holiest thoughts and feelings too, 
Can not form my soul anew — 
Working will not save me. 

8 Waiting will not save me — 
Helpless, guilty, lost I lie ; 
In my ear is Mercy's cry ; 
If I wait I can but die — 
Waiting will not save me. 

4 Faith in Christ will save me — 
Let me trust Thy weeping Son ; 
Trust the work that He has done ; 
To His arms, let me run — 
Faith in Christ will saye me. 

Rby. R. Lowbt. 

327. Morning of the Lord^s Day, h. m. 

^ELCOME, delightful morn, 
Thou day of sacred rest I 

1 hail thy kind return : 
Lord, make these moi^ents ble^t ; 

From low desires and mortal toys, 
I soar to reach immortal joyV. 

2 Now HI ay the King descend 
And fill His throne of grace; 
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Thy scepter, Lord, extend, 
While saints address Thy face : 
Let sinners feel Thy quick'ning word, 
And learn to know and fear the Lord. 

3 Descend, celestial Dove ! 

With all Thy qnick'ning powers : 
Disclose a Saviour's love. 
And bless these sacred hours : 
Then shall my soul new life obtain, 
Nor Sabbaths be enjoyed in vain. 

Hayward, 1806. 



33 8, The Lord^s Day. s. m. 

ELOOME, sweet day of rest. 
That saw the Lord arise : 
Welcome to this reviving breast, 
And these rejoicing eyes I 

2 The King himself comes near. 
And feasts His saints to-day ; 

Here we may sit, and see Him here, 
And love, and praise, and pray. 

3 One day amid the place 
Where my dear Lord hath been. 

Is sweeter than ten thousand days 
Within the tents of sin. 
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4 My willing soul would stay 

In such a frame as this, 
And sit and sing herself away 

To everlasting bliss. 

Isaac Watts. 17l>7. 

J9, The Surrender, 8s & Ts. 

(Trio, 94.) 

'ELOOME, welcome, dear Redeemer. 
Welcome to this heart of mine : 
Lord, I make a full surrender, 
Every power and thought be Thine ; 

Thine entirely, 
Through eternal ages Thine. 

2 Known to all to be Thy mansion. 

Earth and hell will disappear ; 
Or in vain attempt possession. 
When they find the Lord is near: 
Shout, O Zion ! 
Shout, ye saints, the Lord is here ! 

W M , 17W. 

330, Praise and Prayer, 

(Pure Gold, 19.) 

'E praise Thee, O God I for the Son of 
Thy love ; 
For Jesus, who died, and is now gone above. 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. 813 

Chokub. 
Hallelujah I Thine the "jlory, Hallelujah! Amen. 
Hallelujah ! Thine the glory, revive us again. 

2 We praise Thee, O God! for Thy Spirit of light, 
Who has shown us our Saviour, and scattered 

our night. — Chorvs. 

3 All glory and praise to the Lamb that was 

slain, 
Who has borne all our sins, and has cleansed 
every stain. — Chorvs. 

4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace, 
Who has bought us, and sought us, and guided 

our ways. — GhoriiH. 

5 Revive us again ; fill each heart with Thy love ; 
May each soul be rekindled with fire from 

above. — Chorus. 

331. p. M. 

Christmas Hymn — Three Kings oj Orient. 

Tkio. 

E Three Kings of Orient are, 
Bearing gifts we traverse afar 
Field and fountain, 
Moor and mountain 
Following yonder star. 
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Chobus. 
Star of Wonder, Star of Night, 

Star wit It Royal beauty bright, 

Westward leading, still proceeding, 

Guide us to Thy perfect light. 

Solo. 

2 Bom a King on Bethlehem plain, 

Gold I bring to crown Him again ; 

King forever, 

Ceasing never 
Over us all to reign. — Chorus, 

Solo. 

3 Fbankincensb to offer have I, 

Incense owns a Deity nigh : 

Prayer and praising 

All men raising. 
Worship Him, God on high. — Chorus, 

Solo. 

4 Myrbh is mine ; its bitter perfume 

Breathes a life of gathering gloom ; 

Sorrowing, sighing. 

Bleeding, dying,- 
Sealed in the stone-cold tomb. — Chorum, 

All. 

5 Glorious now behold Him arise, 

Kino, and God, and Sacbificb ; 

Heaven sings 

Hallelujah : 

Hallelujah the earth replies. — Qhc 

Ahov. 
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333. 'Twill All he Over Soon, c. m. 

(Pure Cold, 40.) 

'hat are our light afflictions here 
But blessings iu disguise ? 
They only make for us a home 
Of rest beyond the skies. 

Rbfbain. 

'Twill all be over soon, 
'Twill all be over soon, — 
'Tis only for a moment here, — 
'Twill all be over soon. 

2 What if we oft are wearied now 
With burdens hard to bear ? 

'Twill only make the crown more bright 
When we that crown shall wear. 

Refrain, 

3 Oh cast thy every care on Him, 
Thou weary, burdened one. 

And raise to heaven the trusting prayer, 

" Thy will, not mine, be done." 

Refrain. 

4 So when the toil and strife shall cease. 
With Jesus thou'lt be blest. 

Where, folded in His loving arms, 

The weary be at rest. 

R^rain, 

Rbv. R. Lowbt. 




l6 familiar hymns. 

333. Worship and Consecration, c. M. 

HAT shall I render to my God, 
For all His kindness shown ? 
My feet shall visit Thine abode, 
My songs address Thy throne. 

2 Among the saints that fill Tbine house, 
My off 'ring, shall be paid ; 

There shall my zeal perform the vows 
My soul in anguish made. 

3 How much is mercy Thy delight, 
Thou ever-blessed God ! 

How dear Thy servants in Thy sight I 
How precious is their blood I 

4 How happy all Thy servants are ! 
How great Thy grace to me ! 

My life, which Thou hast made thy care, 
Lord, I devote to Thee. 

5 Now I am Thine, forever Thine, 
Nor shall my purpose move ; 

Thy hand has loos'd my bonds of pain, 
And bound me with Thy love. 

6 Here, in Thy courts, I leave my vow. 
And Thy rich grace record ; 

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now, 
If I forsake the Lord. 

Isaac Watts, 171 
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334. The Christian Hope, l. m. 

'hat sinners value I resign : 




Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art 
mine : 

1 shall behold Thy blissful face, 
And stand complete in righteousness. 

2 This life's a dream, an empty show ; 
But the l)right world, to which I go, 
Hath joys substantial and sincere ; 
When shall I wake and find me there 1 

3 O glorious hour I O blest abode I 
I shall be near and like my God I 
And flesh and sin no more control 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

4 My flesh sliall slumber in the ground 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound ; 
Then burst the chains with sweet surprise, 
And in my Saviour's image rise. 

Isaac Watis, 1719. 

335. Tlianl'sfor Frocideatial Faxons, c. m. 

^HEN all Thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder^ love, and praise. 
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2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 
Thy tender care bestowed, 

Before my infant heart conceived 
From Whom those comforts flowed. 

3 When in the slippery paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

4 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart.. 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

5 Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness TU pursue ; 

And after death, in distant worlds. 
The glorious theme renew. 

6 Through all eternity, to Thee 
A joyful song Til raise ; 

But oh I eternity's too sbori 

To utter all Thy praise I 

JosBPH Addison, 1712 

336. Prayer for Support in Death, c. m. 

'hen, bending o'er the brink of life, 
My trembling soul shall stand, 
Waiting to pass death's awful flood, 
Great God, at Thy command : 
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2 When every long-loved scene of life 

Stands ready to depart ; 
When the last sigh that shakes the frame 

Shall rend this bursting heart : 

8 O Thou, great source of joy supreme, 

Whose arm alone can save, 
Dispel the darkness that surrounds 

The entrance to the grave I 

4 Lay Thy supporting gentle hand 
Beneath my sinking head ; 

And, with a ray of love divine, 
Illume my dying bed 1 

5 Leaning upon Thy faithful breast. 
May I resign my breath I 

And, in Thy fond embraces, lose 

" The bitterness of death I " 

^ William B. Colltbr, 1812. 

337. Early Religion. cm. 

HEN children give their hearts to 
God, 
*Tis pleasing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when oflfered in the bud, 
Is no vain sacrifice. 

2 Tis better far if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes ; 
For sinners who grow old in sin 

Are hardened by their crimes. 
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8 It saves us from a thousand snares 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will preserve our following years, 

And make our virtues strong. 

4 To Tbee, Almighty God, to Thee 

May we our hearts resign ; 
^Twill please us to look back and see 

That our best days were Thine. Anon. 

33§. Vain WorUl, Adieu. p.m. 

HEN for eternal worlds I steer. 
And seas are calm, and skies are clear, 
And faith in lively exercise. 
And distant hills of Canaan rise, 
My soul for joy then claps her wings, 
And loud her lovtly sonnet sings: 
^* Vain world, adieu ! vain world, adieu !" 

2 With cheerful hope her eyes explore 
Each landmark on the distant shore : 
The trees of life, the pastures green, 
The golden streets, the crystal stream ; 
Again for joy she claps her wings, 
And loud her lovely sonnet sings : 

*' Vain world, adieu I vain world, adieu 1" 

3 The nearer still she draws to land. 
More eager all her powers expand ; 
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With steady helm, and free bent sail, 
Her anchor drops within the vail; 
Again for joy she claps her wings, 
And her celestial sonnet sings : 
" Vain world, adieu, vain world, adieu ! " 

Akon. 




339. LeaniiKj on Jesus, L. m. 

HEN gathering clouds around I view, 
And days are dark and friends are few, 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain, 
Experienced every human pain : 
He sees my wants, allays my fears, 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

2 When sorrowing o'er some stone I bend. 
Which covers all that was a friend. 

And from His voice. His hand, His smile. 
Divides me for a little while, 
My Saviour marks the tears I shed, 
For JesuB wept o'er Lazarus dead. 

3 And oh, when I have safely passed 
Through every conflict but the last. 
Still, Lord, unchanging watch beside 
My dying bed, for Thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 

Robert Grant, 1806. 
21 
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340. Assurance of Hope, c. M. 

'hen I can read my title clear 
To mansions in the skies, 
I'll bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 

2 Should earth against my soul engage, 
And fiery darts be hurled. 

Then I can smile at Satan's rage, 
And face a frowning world. 

3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come. 
Let storms of sorrow fall ; 

So I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my heaven, my all. 

4 There I shall bathe my weary soul 
In seas of heavenly rest, 

And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 



341. Jesus on the Gross. L. m. 

'hen I survey the wondrous Cross, 
On which the Prince of glory died. 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 
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2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God ; 

All the vain things that charm me most, 

1 sacrifice them to His blood. 

3 See, from His head. His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down : 

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small ; 

Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my all. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

342. Little Samuel, h. m. 

fHEN little Samuel woke. 

And heard His Maker's voice. 
At every word He spoke. 
How much did he rejoice ! 
O blessed, happy child, to find 
The God of heaven so near and kind. 

2 If God would speak to me, 
And say He was my friend, 

How happy should I be — v 
O how would I attend I 
The smallest sin I then would fear, 
If God Almighty were so near. 
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S And does He never speak ? 

O yes ; for in His word 
He bids nie come and seek 
The God that Samuel heard : 
In almost every page I see 
The God of Samuel calls to me. 

4 And I, beneath His care, 
May safely rest my head : 

I know that God is there, 
To guard my humble bed ; 
And every sin I well may fear, 
Since God Almighty is so near. 

5 Like Samuel, let me say. 
Whene'er I read His word, 

" Speak, Lord, I would obey 
The voice that Samuel heard." 
And when I in Thy house appear, 
Speak, for thy servant waits to hear. 

AV0¥. 

343. Star of Bethlehem, l. m. 

HEN marshaled on the nightly plain, 
The glittering host be-stud the sky, 
One star alone of all the train 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 
Hark I hark I to God the chorus breaks, 

From every host, from every gem : 
But one alone the Saviour speaks 
It is the star of Bethlehem. 
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2 Once on the raging seas I rode ; 

The storm was loud, the night was dark, 
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 

The wind that tossed my foundenng bark. 
Deep horror then my vitals froze ; 

Death struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 
When suddenly a star arose — 

It was the star of Bethleliem. 

3 It was my guide, my light, my all ; 
It bade my dark forbodings cease ; 

And, througli the storm and danger's thrall, 

It led me to the port of peace. 
Now, safely moored, my perils o'er, 

I'll sing, first in night's diadem. 
Forever, and forevermore. 
The Star !— the Star of Bethlehem I 

Henry Kir^e White, 1804. 

344. Feast of the Pilgrims. c. m. 

^HEN, o'er the billow -heaving deep, 
The fathers of our race, 
The precepts of their God to keep. 
Sought here their resting-place. — 

2 That gracious God their path prepared, 

Pi'eserved from every harm. 
And still from their protection bared 

His everlasting arm. 




•% 
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3 His breath, inspiring every gale, 
Impels them o'er the main ; 

His guardian angels spread the sail, 
And tempests howl in vain. 

4 All-gracious God, inflame our zeal ; 
Dispense one blessing more ; 

Grant us Thy boundless love to feel. 

Thy goodness to adore. 

J. Q. Adams. 

345, Jesm^ Son of Mary^ hear us. 7s. 

HEN our heads are bowed with woe. 
When our bitter tears overflow ; 
When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Jesus, Son of Mary, hear I 

2 Thou our throbbing flesh has worn. 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne ; 

Thou hast shed the human tear ; 
Jesus, Son of Mary, hear ! 

3 When the heart is sad within. 
With the thought of all its sin : 

When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Jesus, Son of Mary, hear ! 

4 Thou the shame, the grief hast known, 
Though the sins were not Thine own ; 

Thou hast deigned their load to bear ; 
Jesus. Son of Mary, hear ! 
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5 When the solemn death-bell tolls 
For our own departing souls ; 

When our final doom is near, 
Jesus, Son of Mary, hear I 

6 Thou hast bowed the dying head, 
Thou the blood of life hast shed ; 

Thou hast filled a mortal bier ; 
Jesus, son of Mary, hear ! 

Henry Hart Milman, 1827. 



346. Shall I he There f p. m. 

HEN saints gather 'round Thee, dear 
Saviour, above. 
And hasten to crown Thee with jewels of love. 
Amid those bright mansions of glorv so fair. 
Oh, tell me, dear Saviour, if I shall be there I 

Chobus. 

Oh, tell me, oh, tell me if I shall be there. 
Oh, tell me, dear Saviour, if I shall be there ! 

2 When teachers and scholars each other shall 

greet, 
And join in the anthem at Jesus' dear feet. 
Rich tokens of mercy forever to share,' 
Oh, tell me, dear Saviour, if I shall be there I 

— Chorus, 
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3 When those who have labored and struggled 

to save 
Their loved ones from sorrow beyond the dark 

grave, 
Are bringing the treasures they gathered with 

care, 
Oh, tell me, dear Saviour, if I shall be there ! 

— C1ioru8, 

4 O blessed Redeemer, Thy mercy and grace 
Alone can prepare me to enter that place ; 
When bright palms of glory the victors shall 

bear, 
Oh, tell me, dear Saviour, if I shall be there ! 

— GJiorus. 
Mrs. Lydia Baxter. 



347. Reign of Christ on Earth. 78 & Gs. 

(Trio, 104.) 

HEN shall the voice of singing 
Flow joyfully along, 
When hill and valley, ringing 
With one triumphant song. 
Proclaim the contest ended. 

And Him who once was slain 
Again to earth descended, 
In righteousness to reign ? 
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2 Then from the lofty mountains 

The sacred shout shall fly, 
And shady vales and fountains 

Shall echo the reply ; 
High tower and lowly dwelling 

Shall send the chorus round, 
All " hallelujah " swelling 

In one eternal sound. 

James Edmbston, 1822. 

34s. Morning Sunday- School, p. m. 

(Trio, 287.) 

'HEN the morning light drives away the 
night. 

With the sun so bright and full, 
And it draws its line near the hour of nine, 
I'll awav to the Sabbath-school ! 
For 'tis there we all agree. 
All with happy hearts and free, 
And I love to early be 
At the Sabbath- school. 

Chorus. 
I'll away I away I 
I'll away ! away ! 
I'll away to Sabbath -school ! 

2 On the frosty dawn of a winter's morn. 
When the earth is wrapped in snow, 

Or the summer breeze plays round the trees. 
To the Sabbath-school I go ; 
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When the holy day has come, 
And the Sabbath breakers roam, 
I delight to leave my home 
For the Sabbath-school. — Chorus. 

3 In the class I meet with the friends I greet, 
At the time of morning prayer ; 

And our hearts we raise in a hymn of praise, 
For 'tis always pleasant there ; 
In the Book of holy truth, 
Full of counsel and reproof, 
We behold the ^ide of youth 
At the Sabbath-school. — Chorus. 

4 May the dews of grace fill the hallowed place, 
And the sunshine never fail. 

While each blooming rose which in mem'ry grows 
Shall a sweet perfume exhale : 
When we mingle here no more. 
But have met on Jordan's shore. 
We will talk of moments o'er. 
At the Sabbath-school. — Chorus, 

Rev. R. LowRY. 

349. The Nativity. cm. 

'HILE shepherds watched their flocks 
by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 
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2 "Fear not," said he, — ^for mighty dread 
Had 8ei25ed their troubled mind ; 

"Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you, and all mankind. 

3 " To you, in David's town, this day 
Is bom, of David's line. 

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 
And this shall be the sign : — 

4 " The heavenly babe you there shall find. 
To human view displayed, 

All meanly wrapped in swathing bands. 
And in a manger laid." 

5 Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 

Of angels praising God, and thus 
Addressed their joyful song : — 

6 " All glory be to God on high. 
And to the earth be peace ; 

Good-will henceforth, from heaven to men. 
Begin and never cease !" 

Nahum Tate, 169tt. 

350. Confidence in Gocf's Goodness, c. m. 

HILE Thee I seek, protecting Power ! 
Be my vain wishes stilled ; 
And may this consecrated hour 
With better hopes be filled. 
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2 Thy loTe the power of thought bestowed, 
To Thee my thoaghts would soar ; 

ThT mercv o'er mv life has flowed : 
That mercv I adore. 

3 In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I see ! 

Each blessing to my sool more dear. 
Because conferred by Thee. 

4 In every joy that crowns my days, 
In every pain I bear, 

My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

5 When gladness wings the favored hour, 
Tliy love my breast shall fill; 

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet Thy will. 

6 My lifted eye, without a tear, 
Tlie gathering storm shall see ; 

My steadfast heart shall know no fear, — 
That heart shall rest on Thee. 

Helen Maria Williams, 1786. 

351. The New Year. 78. 

HILE, with ceaseless course, the sun 
Hasted through the former year. 
Many souls their race have run, 
Never more to meet us here : 
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Fix'd in an eternal state, 
They have done with all below : 

We a little longer wait, 
But how little, none can know, 

2 As the winged arrow flies 
Speedily the mark to find, — 

Ab the lightning from the sMcs, 
Darts and leaves no trace behind, — 

Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life's rapid stream : 

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ; 
All below is but a dream. 

3 Thanks for mercies past receive ; 
Pardon of our sins renew : 

Teach us henceforth how to live 

With eternity in view. 
Bless the word to young and old ; 

Shed abroad a Saviour's love; 
And when life's short tale is told, 

May we dwell with Thee above. 

John Newton, 1770. 

352. Whither goest thou f p.m. 

fHITHER goest thou, Pilgrim stranger. 
Traveling through this lonely vale ? 
Knowest thou 'tis full of danger ? 
And will not thy courage fail ? 




k 



334 FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

Chorus. 

No, I'm bound for the kingdoms 
Will you go to glory with me ? 
Hallelujah ! praise ye the Lord ! 

2 Pilgrim thou dost justly call me, 
Passing through this waste so wide ; 

But no evil shall befall me 

While I'm blest with such a Guide I 

— Chorus. 

3 Though unseen, my Guide directs me. 
And will keep me to the end ! 

Human power cannot defend me, — 
None but Christ shall me attend. 

— Chorus. 

Ahok. 

353 78. 

" Who are These in Bright Array f " 

(Trio, 336.) 

'HO are these in bright array ? 
This innumerable throng, 
Round the altar night and day 

Tuning their triumphant song. 
Worthy is the Lamb once slain, 
Blessing, honor, glory, power, 
Wisdom, riches, to obtain, 
New dominion, every hour. 
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2 These througli fiery trials trod ; 
These from great affliction came, 

Now before the throne of God, 
Sealed with His eternal Name : 

Clad in raiment pure and white, 
Victor palms in every hand. 

Through their gi*eat Redeemer's might, 
More than conquerors they stand. 

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown. 
On immortal fruits they feed ; 

Them the Lamb amid the throne 
Shall to living fountains lead. 

Joy and gladness banish sighs. 
Perfect love dispels their fears, 

And forever from their eyes 

God shall wipe away their tears. 

James Montgomebt, 1825. 

354. The Lord the King of Glory. p. m. 

(S. of 8., 111.) 

HO is He in yonder stall 
At whose feet the shepherds fall ? 

Chorus. 

'Tis the Lord, O wondrous story I 
'Tis the Lord, the King of glory I 
At His feet we humbly fall. 
Crown Him, crown Him, Lord of all 1 
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2 Wlio is He in yonder cot 
Bending to his toilsome lot ? — Choms. 

3 Who is He wlio stands and weeps 

At the grave ^YhtTe Lazarus sleeps ? — Chorus-. 

4 Who is He in deep distress, 
Fasting in the wilderness ? — Chorus, 

5 Lo I at midnight who is He, 
Prays in dark Gethsemane ? — Chorus, 

6 Who is He in Calvary's throes, 

Asks for blessings on his foes? — Chorus. 

7 Who is He that fiom the grave, 

Comes to heal, and help, and save? — Chorus. 

8 Who is He that on yon throne, 
Rules the world of light alone? — Chorus. 



355, The Victorious Saviour, 88, 7s, 78. 

HO is this that comes fi'om Edom, 
All His raiment stained with blood} 
To the captive speaking freedom. 
Bringing and bestowing good ; 
Glorious in the garb He weara. 
Glorious in the spoil He bears ? 
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2 'Tis the Suviour, now victorious, 
Traveling onward in His might; 

'Tis the Saviour ; Oh how glorious, 
To His people, is the sight ! 

Satan conquered, and the grave, 

Jesus now is strong to save. 

8 Why that blood His raiment staining ? 

'Tis the blood of many slain ; 
Of His foes there's none remaining. 

None the conquest to maintain: 
Fallen they are, no more to rise; 
All their glory prostrate lies. 

4 Mighty Victor, reign forever; 

Wear the crown so dearly won ; 
Never shall Thy people, never, 

Cease to sing what Thou hast done. 
Thou hast fought Thy people's foes; 
Thou hast healed Thy people's woes. 

Thomas Kelly, 1839. 

356* Infant Choir, 8s & 'i s. 

^HO shall sing, if not the children ? 
Did not JesUs die for them ? 
May they not, with other jewels, 
Sparkle in His diadem ? 

22 
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Why, unless the soup; of heaven 

They begin to practice here ? 
Why to them were voices given — 

Bird-like voices, sweet and clear ? 

2 There's a choir of infant songsters, 
White-robed, round the Saviour's throne ; 

Angels cease, and waiting, listen ! 

Oh ! 'lis sweeter than their own I 
Faith can hear the rapturous choral 

When her ear is upward turned ; 
Is not this the same, perfected, 

Which upon the earth they learned ? 

3 Jesus when on earth sojourning, 
Loved them with a wondrous love ; 

And will He, to heaven returning, 
Faithless to His blessing prove ? 

Oh ! they cannot sing too early 1 
Fathers, stand not in their way 1 

Birds do sing while clay is breaking — 
Tell me, then, why should not they ? 

35 7» Punctuality, 8s & 7s. 

HY should cold or stormy weather 
Keep me from the house of prayer 
Oh ! where Chiistians meet together, 
Let me still l)e with them there! 
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2 If I loved my God sincerely, 
And delighted in His ways, 

It would grieve my heart severely 
Were I kept from prayer and praise. 

3 When on earth the Saviour wandered, 
Oft for me Ilis cheek was wet : 

Oft in silent prayer He pondered, 
Through chill night, on Olivet. 

4 Then shall cold or stormy weather 
Keep me from the house of prayer ? 

No I where Christians meet together. 
Let me still be with them there I Anon. 

35§. The Seasons, c. m. 

^ITH songs and honors sounding loud, 
Address the Lord on High ; 
O'er all the heavens He spreads His cloud, 
And waters vail the sky. 

2 He sends His showers of blessings down 
To cheer the plains below ; 

He makes the grass the mountains crown. 
And com in valleys grow. 

3 He gives the grazing ox his meat. 
He hears the ravens cry ; 

But man, who tastes His finest wheat. 
Should raise His honors high. 





^ 
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4 His steady counsels change the face 
Of each declining year ; 

He bids the sun cut short his race, 
And wintry days appear. 

5 On us His providence has shone, 
With gentle smiling rays ; 

O may our lips and lives make known 
His goodness and His praise 1 

Isaac Watts, 1719. 

359. " Gome to Me! " l. m. 

ITH tearful eyes I look around, 
Life seems a dark and stormy sea ; 
Yet 'midst the gloom I hear a sound, 
A heavenly whisper, " Come to Me ! " 

2 It tells me of a place of rest — 
It tells me where my soul may flee ; 

O, to the weary, faint, oppressed, ^ 

How sweet the bidding, " Come to Me !" 

3 Come, for all else must fail and die ; 
Earth is no resting-place for thee ; 

Heavenward direct thy weeping eye : 
I am thy Portion, " Come to Me I" 

4 O voice of mercy I voice of love ! 
In conflict, grief, and agony. 

Support me, cheer me from above, 
And gently whisper, "Come to Me !" 

Charlotte Elliott, 1841. 
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360. Work, while it is Day. p. M. 

(Trio, 194.) 

ORK, for the night is comiDg; 

Work through the morning hours ; 
Work, while the dew is sparkling ; 

Work 'mid springing flowers ; 
Work, when the day grows brighter; 

Work in the glowing sun ; 

Work, for the night is coming 

When man's work is done. 

2 Work, for the night is coming; 
Work through the sunny noon ; 

Fill brightest hours with labor ; 

Rest comes sure and soon. 
Give every flying minute 

Something to keep in store ; 
Work, for the night is coming 

When man works no more. 

3 Work, for the night is coming, 
Under the sunset skies; 

While their bright tints are glowing. 

Work, for daylight flies. 
Work, till the last beam fadeth, 

Fadetii to shine no more : 
Work, while the night is darkening, 

When man's work is o'er. 
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361 . " He Garethfor You:' 8s & Ts. 

fES, for me, for me He careth 
With a brother's tender care ; 
Yes, with me, with me He share th 
Every burden, every fear. 



2 Yes, for me He standeth pleading 
At the mercy-seat above ; 

Ever for me interceding, 
Constant in untiring love. 

3 Yes, in me abroad He sheddeth 
Joys mieai'thly, love and light ; 

And to cover me He spreadeth 
His paternal wing of might. 

4 Yes, in me, in me He dwelleth ; 
I in Him, and He in me ! 

And my empty soul He filleth 
Here and through eternity. 

5 Thus T wait for His returning, 
Singing all the way to heaven : 

Such the joyful song of morning, 
Such the tranquil song of even. 

Anoh. 
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362. 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

*' The Missionary's Farewell I " 

fES — my native land ! I love thee ; 
All thy scenes I love them well ; 
Friends, connections, happy country, 
Can I bid you all farewell ? 

Can I leave you, 
Far in heathen lands to dwell ? 

2 Home ! — thy joys are passing lovely, — 
Joys no stranger-heart can tell ; 

Happy home ! — 'tis sure I love thee ! 
Can I — can I say — Farewell ? 

Can I leave thee, 
Far in heathen lands to dwell ? 

3 Scenes of sacred peace and pleasure, 
Holy days and Sabbath-bell, 

Richest, brightest, sweetest treasure ! 
Can I say a last farewell ? 

Can I leave you. 
Far in heathen lands to dwell ? 

4 Yes ! I hasten from you gladly 
From the scenes I love so well ; 

Far away, ye billows ! bear me ; 
Lovely native land ! — farewell ! 

Pleased I leave thee. 
Far in heathen lands to dwell. 
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5 lu the deserts let rae lal>or, 

On the mountains let me tell, 
How He died — the blessed Saviour — 

To redeem a world from hell ! 

Let me hasten, 

Far in heathen lands to dwell. 

S F. Smith. 

363. The Resurrection of Christ. h. m. 

^ES, the Redeemer rose; 
The Saviour left the dead ; 
And o'er our hellish foes 

High raised His conquering head. 
In wild dismay, 
The guards around 
Fall to the ground, 
And sink away. 

2 Lo ! the angelic bands 
In full assembly meet, 

To wait His high commands, 
And worship at His feet : 
Joyful they come. 
And wing their way 
From realms of day 
To Jesus' tomb. 

3 Then back to heaven they fly. 
The joyful news to bear : 

Hark ! as they soar on high, 
What music fills the air I 
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Their anthems sav, 

"Jesus, who bled, 

Hath left the dead ; 
He rose to-day." 

4 Ye mortals ! catch the sound, — 
Redeemed by Him from hell : 

And send the echo round 
The globe, on which you dwell. 
Transported, cry, 
" Jesus, who bled, 
Hath left the dead, 
No more to die." 

5 All hail I triumphant Lord ! 
Who sav'st us with Thy blood I 

Wide be Thy name adored, 

Thou rising, reigning God ! 

With Thee we rise. 

With Thee we reign, 

And empires gain, 

Beyond the skies. 

Philip Doddbidge, 1740. 

364. Dawning of the Latter Day. 8s, 7s, & 48. 

ES I we trust the day is breaking ; 
Joyful times are near at hand : 
God, the mighty God, is speaking 
By His word in every land : 
When he chooses. 
Darkness flies at His command. 
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2 While the foe becomes raore daring, 
While he enters like a flood, 

God, the Saviour is preparing 
Means to spread His truth abroad : 

Every language 
Soon shall teach the love of God. 

3 God of Jacob, high and glorious, 
Let Thy people see Thy hand ; 

Let the Gospel be victorious 

TJirough the world in every land ; 

And the idols 
Perish, Lord, at Thy command. 

Thomas Kj:llt, lfc09. 

365. Universal Praise to God. H m. 

|E tribes of Adam, join 

With heaven, and earth, and seas. 
And offer notes divine 

To your Creator's praise. 
Ye holy throng of angels bright, 
In worlds of light begin the song. 

2 Thou sun with dazzling rays, 
And moon that rul'st the night, 

Shine to your Maker's praise. 
With stars of twinkling light. 

His power declare, ye floods on high, 
And clouds that fly in empty air. 
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3 Tlie shining worlds above, 
In glorious order stand ; 

Or in swift courses move, 

By His supreme command. 
He spake the word, and all their frame 

From nothing came to praise the Lord. 

4 Ye vapors, hail, and snow, 
Praise ye the Almighty Lord, 

And stormy winds that blow 

To execute His word. 
When lightnings shine, and thunders roar, 

Let earth atlore His hand divine. 

5 Let all the nations fear 
The God that rules above ; 

He brings His people near, 

And makes them taste His love ; 
While earth and sky attempt His praise, 

His saints shall raise His honors high. 

Ibaac Watts, 1719 



366. 

I'OW I lay rae down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep ; 
If I should die before I wake, 
I pray the Lord my soul to take. 
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DOXOLOGIES. 

1. L. M. 

)RAISE God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

Thomas EIean, 1697. 

2. L. M. 

[O God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, Three in one, 
Be honor, praise, and glory given, 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

3. C. M. 

^ET God— the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit — be adored, 
Where there are works to make Him known. 

Or saints to love the Lord. 

Isaac Watts, 1707. 

4. S. M. 

go God— the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, — one in Three, 
Be glory as it was, is now. 
And shall forever be. 

John Weslet, 1789. 
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5. H. M. 

;0 God the Father's throne, 
Your highest honors raise ; 
Glory to God the Son ; 
To God the Spirit praise ; 
With all our powers, 
Eternal King, 
Thy name we sing, 
While faith adores. 

6. 7s, 

OLY Father! Holy Son 
Holy Spirit! Three in One! 
Praise and glory be to Thee, 
Now, and through eternity. 

7. 8s, 7s, & 4s. 

;REAT Jehovah ! we adore Thee, — 
God the Father, God the Son, 
God the Spirit, joined in glory 
On the same eternal throne : 

Endless praises 
To Jehovah, Three in One. 

8. 8s & 78. 

*AY the grace of Christ, our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit's favor, 
Rest upon us from above ! 
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SELECTIONS FROM THE HOLY SCRIPTURES 

Appropriate for reading by the Saperintendent, or chanting by 
the Choir, while the offerings or collections of the Sunday-schoi^l 
are being received. 




)LESSED is lie that con- | sidereth the 
f poor: il the LORD will deliver | him in | 
time of I trouble. 



Remember the words of the Lord Jesus, | how 
He I said, | It is more blessed to | give than | 
to re- I ceive. 

Honor the LORD | with thy | sul»8tance, and 
with the first | fruits of | all thine | increase. 

He which soweth sparingly shall | reap also | 
sparingly ; |{ and he which soweth bountifully 
shall I reap — | a.lso | bountifully. 

He hath dispersed, he hath given | to the | 
poor; I his | righteousness en- | dureth for- | 
ever. 

As we have | therefore | opportunity, I let 
us do good I unto | all — | men. 

Lay up for yourselves | treasures in | heayen,! 
where neither moth nor rust doth corrupt, and 
where thieves do | not break | through nor | 
steal. 
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There is that scattereth, and | yet in- | creas- 
eth ; I and there is that withholdeth more than 
is meet, | but it | tendeth to ) poverty. 

He that hath pity upon the poor, lendeth | 
unto the | LORD : I and that which he hath 
given I will lie | pay him a- | gain. 

All things whatsoever ye would that men 
should I do to I you, I do ye | even | so to | 
them. 

Cast thy bread up- | on the | waters: I for 
thou shalt find it | after | many | days. 

And he said | unto— him, || Thy prayers and 
thine alms are come up for a me- | morial be- | 
fore — I God. 

To do good and to communicate, | forget | 
not ; I for with such sacrifices | God is | well — 
I pleased. 

Let your light so | shine before | men, | that 
they may see your good works, and glorify your 
I Father which | is in | heaven. 

Let us not be weary | in well | doing : || for in 
due season we shall | reap, if we | faint — | not. 
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CHANTS. 

GLORIA m EXCELSIS. * 

;LORY be to | God on | bigh, | and on earth 
I peace, good- | will toward | men. | 

We praise Thee, we bless Thee, we | worship | 
Thee, | 

We glorify Thee, we give thanks to | Thee, 
for I Thy great | glory. || 

O Lord God, | heavenly | King, | God the | 
Father | Al— | mighty 1 1 

O Lord, the only begotten Son | Jesus | 
Christ. II 

O Lord God, Lamb of | God, Son j of the | 
Father, 1 

That takest away the | sins of the | world, I 
have mercy up- j on j us. 1 

Thou that takest away the | sins of the | 
world, II have mercy up- | on us. || 

Thou that takest away the | sins of the | 
world, II re- j ceive our | prayer. || 

Thou that sittest at the right hand of | God 
the I Father, 1 have mercy up- | on — | us. | 

For Thou | only art j holy; || 

Thou I only | art the | Lord ; | 

* This gK&t Doxology is of very early origin, and has been 
atttibuted to Telksphorus, Bishop of Rome, A.D. 128-139. 
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Thou only, O Christ, with the | Holy | 
Ghost, I art most high in the | glory of | God 
tlie I Father. | A- | men. || 



TE DEUM LAUDAMU8. 

'E praise | Thee, O | God. 
We acknowledge | Thee to | be the , 
Lord. 

2 All the earth doth | worship | Thee, 
The I Father | ever- | lasting. 

3 To Thee all Angels | cry a- | loud. 

The Heavens, and | all the | Powers there- | in. 

4 To Thee Cherubim and | Seraph- | im 
Con- I tinual- | ly do | cry. 

5 Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord | God of | Sabaoth, 
Heaven and earth are full of the | majesty | of 

Thy I glory. 

6 The glorious company of the Apostles | 

praise | Thee, 
The goodly fellowship of the | Prophets 
praise | Thee. 

7 The noble aimy of Martyrs | praise j Thee, 
The holy Church throughout all the world 

doth ac- I knowledge | Thee. 

8 The I Fa- | ther 
Of an I infinite | majes- | ty. 

23 
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9 Thine adorable, true, and | only | Son : 
Also the I Holy | Ghost, the | Comforter. 

10 Thou art the King of Glory, | O | Christ, 
Thou art the everlasting | Son | of the | Father. 

11 Wlien Thou tookest upon thee to dc- | 

liver I man, 
Thou didst humble Thyself to be | bom | of 
a I virgin. 

12 When Thou hadst overcome the | sharpness 

of I death, 
Thou didst open the kingdom of | heaven to | 
all be- I lievers. 

13 Thou sittest at the right | hand of | God, 
In the I glory | of the | Father. 

14 We believe that | Thou shalt come to | be 

our I Judge, 
We therefore pray j Thee help thy servants whom 
thou hast redeemed I with Thy | precious | blood. 

15 Make them to l)e numbered | with Thy | 

saints, | in | glory | ever- | lasting. | 

IG O Lord, save Thy people, and | bless Thine | 
heritage; J govern them and | lift them | up 
for I ever. I 

17 Day by day we | magni. .fy | Thee; | and 
we worship Thy name ever, | world with- | 
out — I end. 
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18 Vouchsafe, O Lord, to keep us this | day 
with-out I sin ; [ O Lord, have mercy upon us, 

liave I nier-cy up- | on — | us. || 

19 O Lord, let Thy mercy | be up- | on us, | as 

our I trust — | is in I Thee. | 

20 O Lord, in | Thee.. have I | trusted; || let 

me I never | be con- | founded. 1 A- | men. | 

This Hymn is said to hav«* been written by Ambrose of 
Milan at the baptism of St. Augustine, about A.D. 373. 

GLORIA PATRI. 

;L0RY he to the Father, | and to the | Son, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost ; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be, 
AVorld with- | out end. | A- ] men. 

This Coxol(^y is very ancient, and is said to have been 
used by Clement, IreuBsus, and others during the first two 
centuries of the Christian era. 

TRISAGION. 

[Thrice Holy.) 

^^[[^HEREFORE with angels and archangels, 
4^^ And with all the company of heaven. 
We laud and magnify Thy glorious name, 
P>ermore praising Thee, evermore praising 
Thee, and saying, 
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Holy ! Holy I Holy ! Lord God of Hosts, 
Heaven and earth are full, are full of Thy glory. 
Glory be to Thee, O Lord Most High. Amen. 
Amen. 

DEUS MISEREATUR. 

(May God be Merciful.) 

;0D be merciful unto I us, and | bless us, 

And show us the light of His countenance 
and be | merci- | ful un- | to us. 

2 That Thy way maybe | known upon | earth, 
Thy saving | health a- | mong all | nations. 

3 Let the i)eople | praise Thee, O | God, 
Yes, let I all the | people | praise Thee. 

4 O let the nations rejoice | and be | glad, 
For Thou shalt judge the folk righteously and 

govern the | nations | upon | earth. 

5 Let the j^eople | praise Thee, O | God, 
Yea, let | all the | people | praise Thee. 

6 Then shall the earth bring | forth her | in- 

crease. 
And God, even our own j God, shall | give us 
his I blessing. 

7 God I shall | bless us. 

And all the ends of the | world shall | fear | 
Ilim. 
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Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be, 
World with- | out end. | A- | men. 

(Psalm lx\ii.) 

BONUM EST CONFITERI. 

(7c is good to Proclaim his Mercies.) 

T is a good thing to give thanks un- | to 
the I Lord, 

And to sing praises unto Thy | Name, | O Most 
I Highest. 

2 To tell of Thy loving kindness early | in the 

I morning. 
And of Thy truth | in the | night | season. 

3 Upon an instrument of ten strings, and up- j 

on the I lute, 
Upon a loud instrument | and u[> | on the | 
harp. 

4 For thou, Lord, hast made me glad | through 

thy I works. 
And I will rejoice in giving praise for the ope- 
I rations | of Thy | hands. 

Glory be to the Father, | and to the | Son, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost ; 
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As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be, 
World with- | out end. | A- | men. 

(PsAiM xcii.) 



VENITE EXULTEMUS DOMINO. 

{Conify let us Exult in the Lord.) 

tCOME, let us sing un- | to the | Lord, 
Let us heartily rejoice in the | strength 
of I our sal- | vation. 

2 Letus come before His presence | withthanks- 

I giving, 
And show ourselves | glad in | Him with | 
psalms. 

3 For the Lord is a | great | God, 

And a great | King a- | bove all | | Gods. 

4 In His hand are all the comers | of the | earth, 
And the strength of the | hills is | His | also. 

5 The sea is His, | and He | made it, 

And His hands pre- | pared the | dry | land. 

6 O come let us worship | and fall | down. 
And kneel be- | fore the | Lord our | Maker. 

7 For He is the | Lord our | God, 

And we are the people of His pasture, | and the 
sheep of His | liand. 
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8 O worship the Lord in the | beauty of | holi- 

ness. 
Let the whole earth | stand in | awe of | Him. 

9 For He cometh, for He cometh to | judge the 

I earth, 
And with righteousness to judge the world, and 
the I people | with His | truth. 

Glory be to the Father, | and to the | Son, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost ; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be. 
World with- | out end | A- | men. (Psalm xcv.) 

CANTATE DOMINO. 

(^Sing unto the Lord.) 

SING unto the Lord a | new ] song. 
For He hath | done | marvelous | things. 

2 "With His own right hand, and with His | 

holy I arm. 
Hath he | gotten Him- | self the | victory. 

3 The Lord declared | His sal- | vation. 

His righteousness hath He openly showed | in 
the I sight of the | heatlien. 

4 He hath remembered His mercy and truth 

toward the | house of | Israel ; 
And all the ends of the world have seen the 
sal- I vation j of our | God. 
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S Show yourselves joyfhl onto ' 

;e I lands, 
Sing, re- | jnice, | and give | tbai 

i Prai^ the Lord up- { on the { ' 
Sing to the barp with a [ psalm 

giving. 

1 With trampets | also and | eba 
show yourselves joyflzl be- | ft 
the I King, 



The round world, and | they that 

lin. 
!l Ltt the floods clap their han<] 
hills be joyful together be- | fi 
For He | c<nneth to | judge the | 

10 With righteousness Gbnll He 

And the | people | with | equity. 
Glory be to the Father, | and to t 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost; 
Aa it was in the beginning, is no 

shall I he, 
World with- | out end. | A- | men 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. Mi 

JUBILATE DEO. 

(Triumph in God.) 

BE joyful in the Lord, | aJl ye | lands : 
Serve the Lord with gladness, and come 
before His | presence | with a | song. 

2 Be ye sure that the Lord | lie is | God ; 

It is He that hath made us, and not we ourselves : 
we are His people | and the | sheep of His | 
pasture. 

3 O go your way into His gates with thanks- 

giving, and into His | courts with | praise ; 
Be thankful unto Him and speak | good | or 
His I Name. 



4 For the Lord is gracious, His mercy is | 

ever- | lasting. 
And His truth endureth from gener- | ation to | 

gener- | ation. 

Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost ; 

As it was in the Ijeginniug, is now^ and | ever 

shall I be. 
World I without | end. | A- | men. 

(Psalm c.) 
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BENEDIC ANIMA MEA. 

I^RAIBE the Lord | O mj | soul, 
J^^ And all that is witbin mi: | praise 

hoi J I Kaine. 
S Praise the Lord | O my | soul, 
And for- I get not [ all His | benefits. 
B Wbo forgivetb | all thy | sin. 
And I healetli | all thine inflnnities. 

4 Who saveth thy life | from de- | struct] 
And crowneth tbee with | mercy tatd \ li 

I kindness. 

5 praise the LonS ye angels of His, j 

ex- I eel in | strengtb, 
Ye that fulfill his commandment nnd hi 

unto the | voice | of His | word. 
Praisu the Lord all | ye His | hosts, 
Ye servants of | His that | do His | pleas 
7 O spsak good of the Lord all ye works i 

in all places of | his do- | minion ; 
Praise thou the | Lord | O my | soul. 
Glory be to the Father | and to the | Son 
And I to the | Holy Ghost ; 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and 

shall I be, 
World with- Uatenil. l A- I men. 
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MAGNIFICAT. 

(Let Him be Magnified.) 
FOB CHRISTMAS. 

Y soul doth magui- | fy the | Lord, 
Aiid my spirit hath re- | joiced in | God 
my I Saviour. 

2 For He | hath re- | garded 

The lowli- | ness of | His hand- | maiden ; 

3 For behold, | from hence- | forth 

All gener- | ations shall call me | blessed. 

4 For He that is mighty hath magnified me, 

and holy \ is His | name, 
And His mercy is on them that fear Him 
through- I out all | gener- | ations. 

5 He hath showed strength | with His | arm ; 
He hath scattered the proud in the imagi- | na- 
tion I of their | hearts, 



6 He hath pat down the mighty | from their 

seat s, 
And hjith exalted the | humble | and the | 
meek; 

7 He hath filled the hungry | with good 

things, 
And the rich He | hath sent | empty a- | way. 
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8 He remembering His mercy hath holpen His 
servant | Israel, 

And H(i promised to our forefathers, Abra- 
ham I and His | seed for- | ever. 

Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, 
And 1 to the | Holy | Ghost; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be, 
World without | end. | A- | men. 

(Luke i, 46-55.) 



BENEDICTUS. 

(^Adoration.) 

gjIlLESSED be the Lord | God of | Israel, 
^^ For He hath visited | and re- | deemed 
Ills I people. 

2 And hath raised up a mighty sal- | vation 

I for us, 
In the house | of His | servant | David. 

3 As lie spake by the mouth of His | holy | 

prophets, 
Which have been | since the | world be- | gan. 

4 That we should be saved | from our | enemies, 
And from the | hand of | all that j hate us. 
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Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Sou, 
And I to the | Holy | Ghost ; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever 

shall I be, 
World I without | end. A | men. 

(LuKB 1,68-71 ) 

THY WILL BE DONE. 

|HY will I be done I || In devious way 
The hurrying stream of || life may | run ; | 
Yet still our grateful hearts shall say, | 
Thy will bo | done. 

2 Thy will be | done ! || if o-cr us shine 
A gladdening and a | prosperous sun, || 
This prayer will make it more divine ; | 

Thy will be | done. 

3 Thy will be | done ! || though shrouded o'er 
Our I path with | gloom, || one comfort, one 
Is ours — to breathe, while we adore, | 

Thy will be | done. J. Bowrino. 

HUMBLE DEVOTION, 
lis & 5s. M. 
'ROM the recesses of a lowly spirit, 

Our himible prayer ascends ; O Father I 
hear it. 
Borne on the trembling wings of fear and 
meekness ; 

Forgive its weakness! 
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2 "We see Thy hand : it leads us, it snppoits us ; 
We hear Thy voice ; it counsels and it courts us; 
And then we turn away; and still Thy kindness 

Forgives our blindness. 

3 O, how long-suffering. Lord I but Thou de- 

light est 
To win with love the wandering ; Thou invitest, 
By smiles of mercy, not by frowns or terrors, 
Man from his errors. 

4 Father and Saviour ! plant within each bosom 

The seeds of holiness, and bid them blossom 
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal, 
And spring eternal. 

5 Then place them in those everlasting gardens 
"Where angels walk, and seraphs ai-ethe wardens ; 
Where every flower escaped through death^s 

dark portal 

Becomes immortal. 

Sir John Bowring, 1826. 
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The music books reforrefl to in this collection aro the 
publications of Big low & Main, and many of the hymns are 
copyright property, and can only be used by permission first 
bemg obtained from them. The books rt'lerred to are as fol- 
lows, namely : " (Joldcn Chain •," " Clariona ;" " Fresh Laurels ;" 
"Bright Jewels;" "Pure Gold;*' '-Royal Diadem;" "Hym- 
nary;" "Winnowed Hymns;*' " The Bradbury Trio ;" (C. S.,) 
(S. of D.,) and (S. of S.,) meaninjr respectively, "Christian 
Songs," " Songs of Devotion," and "Songs of Salvation." 

No. 

A beautiful land by faith T see 1 

Abide with iTic ; fast falls the cvcii-tidc 2 

A charge to keep I have 3 

Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed 4 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 5 

All hail the power of Jesus' name 6 

All that I was, n>y sin, my i>uilt 7 

Always with ns, always with us 8 

Am I a soldier of the Cross 9 

A mournin<»; class, a vacant seat 10 

And will the Judjj:e descend 11 

Angels, from the realms of glory 12 

Aiigcls, roll the rock away 13 

Another six days' work is done 14 

A poor wayfaring man of grief 15 

Arise, my soul, arise IH 

Around the throne of God in heaven 17 

Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep 18 

Assemlded in our school once more 19 

At ev<'nini>- time let tliere be light 30 
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No. 

A wake, and 8iut( the song 21 

Awaked by Siuai's awful souud 22 

Awake, my soul, to joyful lays 23 

Beautiful mansions, home of the blest 24 

Beautiful Zion, built above 25 

Before Jehovah's awful throne 26 

Behold a Stranger at the door 27 

Be the matter what it may 28 

Beyond, beyond the boundless sea 29 

Beyond the smiling and the weepinj;- 30 

Blest be the tie that binds *31 

Blest is the man whose softeninj( heart 32 

Blest Trinity ! from mortal sight 33 

Blow ye the trumpet, blow 34 

Briglitest and blest of the sons of the morning. . 35 

Brightly gleams our banner 36 

Burst, ye emerald gates, and bring 37 

By cool Siloani's shady rill 38 

Child of sin and sorrow 39 

Children, do you love each other 40 

Children, hear the melting story 41 

Children of the heavenly King 42 

Christ for the world we sing 43 

Christ, of all my hopes the ground 44 

Christ the Lord is risen to-day 45 

Cling close to the Rock, brother, danger is near. 46 

Come, children, hail the Prince of peace 47 

Come, every pious heart 48 

Come hither, all ye weary souls 49 

Come, Holy Spirit, come 50 

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove 51 
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No. 

Come, let us join our cheerful songs 52 

Come, said Jesus' sacred voice 53 

Come, sing witli lioly gladness 54^ 

Come, sinner, to the Gospel feast 55 

Come, sound His praise abroad 56 

Come, Thou Almighty King 57 

Come, Thou Fount of every blessing 58 

Come to Jesus, come to Jesus 59 

Come, we that love the Lord, 60 

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er ye huiguish 61 

Come, ye sinners, poor and needy 62 



Dare to do right ! dare to be true 63 

Dearest of all the names above 64 

Death has been here, and borne awjiy 65 

Depth of mercy ! can there be 66 

Descend from heaven, immortal Dove 67 

Did Christ o'er sinners weep 68 

Do not I love Thee, O my Lord 69 

Earth has engrossed my love too long 70 

Fade, fade each earthly joy 71 

Father of mercies, in Thy word 72 

Father, whate'er of earthly bliss 73 

Forever here my rest shall be 74 

Forever with the Lord 75 

For thee, O dear, dear country 76 

From all that dwell below the skies 77 

From every stormy wind that blows 78 

From Greenland's icy mountains 79 

From year to year in love we meet 80 

24 
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No. 

Gentle Jesus, meek and mild 81 

Gently, Lord, O gently lead us 83 

Give me the wings of faith to rise 83 

Glorious things of Thee are spoken 84 

Glory be to God, the Father ! 85 

Glory to Thee, my God, this night 86 ^ 

Glory to the Father give 87 

Go, and tell Jesus, weary, sin-sick soul 88 

God calling yet ! — shall I not hear 89 

God has said, " Forever blessed " 90 

God is my strong salvation 91 

God is the refuge of his saints 92 

God moves in a mysterious way 93 

Go to dark Gethsemane 94 

Go, when the morning shineth 95 

Grace ! 'tis a chaiToiing sound 96 

Great God, Thy watchful care we bless 97 

Great God, we sing Thy mighty hand 98 

Guide me, O Thou great Jiehovah 99 

Hail to the Lord's anointed 100 

Happy, Saviour, would I be 101 

Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices 102 

Hark ! the glad sound, the Saviour comes 103 

Hark, the herald angels sing 104 

Hark, the morning bells are ringing 105 

Hark ! the song of jubilee 106 

Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling. 107 

Hark ! the voice of love and mercy 108 

Hark ! what mean those holy voices 109 

He dies ! the Friend of sinners dies 110 

•• He leadeth me !" O blessed thought Ill 

He that goeth forth with weeping 112 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 371 

No. 
Holy Bible ! book divine 113 

Holy Ghost, with light divine 114 

How blest the righteous when he dies 115 

How charming is the place 116 

How finii a foundation, ye saints of the Lord. . . 117 

How gentle God's commands 118 

How happy every child of grace 119 

How pleasant thus to dwell below 120 

How pleasing is the voice 121 

How shall the young secure their hearts 122 

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 128 

How sweet to think of Thee, my God 124 

I am waiting by the river 126 

I asked the Lord, that I might grow 126 

I gave my life for thee 127 

I have a father in the promised land 128 

I heard the voice of Jesus say 129 

I hear the Saviour say 130 

I know no life divided 131 

I know that my Redeemer lives 132 

I know the promises of God 133 

I lay my sins on Jesus 134 

I love Thy kingdom, Lord 135 

I love to steal a while away 136 

I love to tell the story 137 

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger 138 

I'm but a stranger here 139 

I need Thee, precious Jesus 140 

In some way or other the Lord will piovide 141 

In the Christian's home in glory 142 

In the cross of Christ I glory 143 

I sing the mighty power of God 144 
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No. 

I stood outside the gate 146 

I think, when I read that sweet story of old 146 

I want to be like Jesus 147 

I was a wandering sheep 148 

I would not live alway : I ask not to stay 149 

Jerusalem the golden 150 

Jerusalem ! my happy home 151 

Jesus, and shall it ever be 152 

Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour 153 

Jesus, dear, I come to Thee 154 

Jesus, I love Thy charming name 155 

Jesus, keep me near the cross 156 

Jesus, lover of my soul 157 

Jesus loves me, this I know 158 

Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone 159 

Jesus shall reign wherever the sun 160 

Jesus, tender Saviour 161 

Jesus ! Thy love shall we forget 162 

Jesus the water of life will give 163 

Jesus, while our hearts are bleeding 164 

Jesus, who knows full well 165 

Joyfully, joyfully, onward we move 166 

Joy to the world, the Lord is come 167 

Just as I am — without one plea 168 

Keep silence — all created things 169 

Know, my soul, thy full salvation 170 

Lamb of God, whose dying love 171 

" Land ahead ! " its fruits are waving 172 

Life is the time to serve the Lord 178 

Light of those, whose dreary dwelling 174 

Like Noah's wear}' dove 175 
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No. 
Little children, can you tell 176 

Little children, Jesus calls you 177 

Lo ! on a narrow neck of land 178 

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing 179 

Lord, in the morning Thou shalt hear 180 

Lord of the worlds above 181 

Love divine, all love excelling 182 

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 183 

March along together 184 

Men of God, go take your stations 185 

Mercy, O thou Son of David 186 

More love to Thee, O Christ 187 

Must Jesus bear the cross alone 188 

My country ! 'tis of thee 189 

My days are gliding swiftly by 190 

My dear Redeemer and my Lord 191 

My faith looks up to Thee 192 

My Father, when I come to Thee 198 

My God ! is any hour so sweet 194 

My God and Father, while I stray 195 

My God, permit me not to be 196 

My God, the spring of all my joys 197 

My gracious Lord, I own thy right 198 

My Heavenly Father ! all I see 199 

My heavenly home is bright and fair 200 

My Saviour stands waiting, and knocks 201 

My soul, be on thy guard 202 

My times are in Thy hand 208 

Nearer, my God, to Thee 204 

Never be afraid to speak for Jesus 205 

Not all the blood of beasts 206 
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No. 
Nothing, either great or small 207 

Not what I feel or do 208 

Now condescend, Almighty King 209 

Now I lay me down to sleep 866 

O blessed sun ! whose splendor 210 

O bread to pilgrims given 211 

O could I find from day to day 212 

O could I speak the matchless worth 213 

O could our thoughts and wishes fly 214 

O day of rest and gladness * 215 

O do not be discouraged 216 

O do not let the word depart 217 

O eyes that are weary and hearts that are sore. . 218 

O for a faith that will not shrink 219 

O for a heart to praise my God 220 

O for that tenderness of heart 221 

O for a thousand tongues to sing. 222 

O how happy are they 223 

O Jesus ! Thou the beauty art 224 

O Motlier dear, Jerusalem 225 

One more day's work for Jesus 226 

One sweetly solemn thought 227 

One there is, above all others 328 

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand 229 

Only waiting till the shadows 230 

On the mountain's top appearing 231 

Onward, Christian soldiers 232 

Opprest with noonday's scorching heat 283 

O sacred Head, now wounded 284 

Oh, sing to me of heaven 235 

O songs of the beautiful, songs of the blest 236 

O Thou that hearest prayer 237 
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No. 
Out on an ocean all ])oundless we ride 238 

O where shall rest be found 239 

Pass me not, O gentle Saviour 240 

Prayer is the breath of God in man 241 

Prayer is the soul's sincere desire 242 

Purer yet and purer 244 

Quiet, Lord, my fro ward lieart 243 

Remember thy Creator now 245 

Reposing sweetly at Heaven's gate 246 

Return, O wanderer, return 247 

Rich is the sacred song that swells 248 

Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings 249 

Rock of Ages, cleft for mc 250 

Sad as the music, low and dim 251 

Safe in tlie arms of Jesus 252 

Safely through another week 253 

Saviour, breathe an evening blessing 254 

Saviour, teach me day by day 255 

Saviour, wlien in dust to Thee 256 

Say, brothers, will you meet us 257 

Say, sinner, hath a voice within 258 

See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand 259 

Shall we gather at the river 260 

Sliall we meet beyond the river 261 

Show pity. Lord, O Lord, forgive 262 

Silently the shades of evening 263 

Soldiers of Christ, arise 264 

So let our lips and lives express 265 

Some love to drink from the fonmy brink 266 
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No. 

Son of God ! to Thee I cry 267 

Sow in the mom thj' seed 268 

Stand up, stand up for Jesus 269 

Star of peace ! to wanderers weary 270 

Stars all bright are beamino; 371 

Stem winter throws his icy chains 272 

Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear 273 

Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer 274 

Sweet is the work, my God, my Kinj;^ 275 

Sweet land of rest, for thee I sigh 276 

Sweet Sabbath-school ! dear place to me 277 

Sweet the moments, rich in blessing 278 

Take my heart, O Father, take it 279 

Tarry with me, O my Saviour 280 

Tell me the old, old story 281 

The head that once was crowned 282 

The heavens declare Thy glory, Lord 288 

The Lord be with us now 284 

The Lord descended from above . 285 

The Lord Jehovah reigns 286 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare 287 

The Lord my Shepherd is 288 

The Lord our God is full of might 289 

The morning light is breaking 290 

The morning stars were singing 291 

The pearly gates are open wide 292 

There are angels hov'ring round 298 

Tiiere is a fountain filled with blood. 294 

There is a happy land 295 

There is a land of pure delight 296 

There is a Name of sweeter sound ; 297 

There is an hour of peaceful rest 298 
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No. 

There is a piitU that leads to God 299 

There is beauty all around 300 

There is no name so sweet on earth 301 

There is no night in heaven 303 

The spacious firmament on high 303 

The Spirit in our hearts 304 

Tlie Sunday-school, tJiat blessed phice 305 

The voice of free grace 306 

Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love 307 

Thine, Lord, forever 308 

This is not my place of resting 309 

This is the day the Lord hath made 310 

This life is a battle with Satan and sin 311 

Thou art the Way : to Thee alone 312 

Thou that once on mother*s knee 318 

Thus far the Lord has led me on 314 

Thy way, not mine, O Loi*d 315 

*Ti8 by the faitli of joys to come 316 

'Tis finished ! so the Saviour cried 317 

♦Tis midnight— and on Olive's brow 318 

To-day, if ye will hear His voice 319 

To-day the Saviour calls 320 

Upward I lift mine eyes 321 

Voices, happy voices 322 



Watchman, tell us of the night J- 

We are out on the ocean sailing 324 

We come to sing Thy praise 325 

Weeping will not save me 326 

Welcome, delightful morn 327 

Welcome, sweet day of rest 328 
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No. 

Welcome, welcome, dear Redeemer 329 

We praise tliee, O God ! for the Son of 330 

We three Kings of Orient are 331 

What are our light afflictions here 332 

What shall I render to my God 333 

What sinners value I resign 334 

Wlien all Thy mercies O my God 335 

When bending o'er the brink oflife 336 

When children give their hearts to God 337 

When for eternal worlds I steer 338 

When gathering clouds around I view 339 

When I can read my title clear 340 

When I survey the wondrous cross 341 

When little Samuel woke 342 

When marshaled on the nightly plain 343 

When, o'er the billow-heaving deep 344 

Wlien our heads are bowed with woe 345 

When saints gather 'round Thee, dear Saviour. . 346 

When shall the voice of singing 347 

When the morning light drives away the night. 348 

While shepherds watched their flocks by night. 349 

While Thee I seek, protecting power 850 

While, with ceaseless course, the sun 351 

Whither goest thou, pilgrim stranger 352 

Who are these in bright army ? 353 

Who is He in yonder stall 354 

Who is this that comes from Edom 355 

Who shall sing, if not tlie children? 856 

Wiiy sliould cold or stormy weather 357 

With sonus and honors sounding loud 858 

With tenrful eyes I look around 859 

Work, for the night is coming 860 
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No. 

Yes, for me, for me lie careth 361 

Yes — my native laud ! I love thee 362 

Yes, the Redeemer rose 363 

Yes ! we trust the day is breaking 364 

Ye tribes of Adam join 365 
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Children... Nos. 17, 88, 90, 146, 177, 245, 259, 313, 

337, 342, 356 

Christian Courag:e 9 

Growth 126, 204, 220, 265 

Joy 42, 60, 70, 197, 223, 333, 334 

Love 31, 82 

Submission 39, 78, 279, 829 

Watcli fulness 202 

Zeal ....3,264, 269, 833 

Church 84, 135 

Close of Life. .2, 20, 80, 125, 149, 172, 227, 230, 235, 

238, 260, 280, 324, 332 

Closing 179 

Confidence and trust in God.. 91, 92, 111, 118, 
128, 141, 175, 203, 243, 244, 287, 288, 321, 885, 850 

Conviction of Sin 22, 66, 145, 148, 221, 262 

Country 189 

Death 10, 18, 65, 115, 164, 251, 836 

Evening 86, 186, 254, 263, 273, 284, 814 

Faith. .74, 88, 119, 124, 188, 192, 219,' 808, 815, 816, 840 

Free Grace 7, 96, 806 

God the Father, Creator 288, 303 

Majesty 285, 286 

Near us 29 

Power 289 

Praise 144, 199, 880, 865 

Providence 98 

Sovereign 26, 56, 169 



INDEX OF SUBJECTS. 881 

HEA.VEN, Beautiful.... Nos. 1, 24, 25, 150, 200, 229, 

292,296 

Glory seen .246, 295 

Home in 75 

JesuB in 37, 76 

Joy in 302 

Longed for. 151, 214, 225, 261, 276, 338, 346 

Rest in 30, 142, 298, 309, 353 

Holt Ghost 50, 51, 114, 237, 258 

Holy Scriptures 72, 113, 122 

Invitation. .34, 41, 47, 49, 55, 59, 61, 62, 89, 129, 163, 

217, 247, 257, 293, 304, 319, 320, 369 
Jesus Christ, Advent. .12, 35, 103, 104, 109, 167, 176, 

271, 291, 331, 349 

Ascension 159 

Cross or suffering. .143, 188, 191, 233, 

278, 341, 345 
Death.. 4, 16, 94, 108, 171, 284, 294, 

317, 318 
Exaltation.. 6, 67, 102, 160, 282, 347, 

354,355 
Longing for.. 147, 153, 154, 174, 198, 

212, 218, 240 

Love for men.. 8, 23, 64, 68, 88, 127, 

158, 161, 162, 182, 183, 186, 228, 255, 

281, 297, 361 

Love to Him.. 69, 71, 123, 137, 152, 

155, 157, 187, 205, 210, 224, 252, 

269,301 
Praise to. .21, 48, 52, 54, 58, 100, 106, 

218, 222, 830 

Resurrection 5, 13, 110, 363 

Seeking the sinner. 27, 201 
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iruftmn avu tbe FrrrKE. state 11, 178. 290 

ljmy'% VaY A9V i,fjt,m,A^ leL \fSL 2L3. 253. 27ov 

3Cr7, SIO, 327, 328 

HzMiAnf/9 196 

Mimif/HAKY 7», 1^, 231, 2gO. 323, 362, 3U 

Mf/HAL VvitiM 28, 40, 63, 184, 300 

}A(f%%t9(i 180,209 

NewyjSAR 98,351 

ViutMMAOZ OF Lirz. .36, 82, 138, 139, 166, 170, 173, 

190, 211, 236, 249, 299, 311, 352 

fHAYZU 78, 81, 95, 99, 165, 198, 194, 241, 242, 274 

VvnarvAhirj, 357 

HKnmnArion 73, 195 

HZAtifjifn 358 

Dftccmbcr 22 344 

HpririK 131 

Winter 272 

Hf;wDAr-H0HOOL..19, 80, 97, 105, 120, 216, 248, 277, 

805, 322, 325, 348 

TjCAniiiNO 268 

TKMI'KltANCK 266 

Tbinitt 33, 57, 85, 87 

WoHKiNci FOK TIIK LouD 107, 112, 226, 232, 860 
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